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In the annals of the ancient 
Vraelvrae civilization, the 
Tahkmahnelle stands as a 
sacred and revered institution. 
These hallowed halls have 
served as the spiritual 
epicenter for the devotees of 
the Stihuu, guiding them in 
their quest for enlightenment 
and connection with the 
divine. 


The Tahkmahnelle is a place 
of profound contemplation, 
where the faithful gather to 
engage in rituals, meditations, 
and sacred discourses. Within 
these walls, the intricate 
tapestry of Vraelvrae 


cosmology and theology is 
woven, as the adherents delve 
deep into the mysteries of the 
Stihuu and the divine traces of 
Tetnobautte. 


The architecture of the 
Tahkmahnelle is a testament 
to the reverence and awe with 
which the Vraelvrae hold this 
sacred space. Towering spires, 
ornate facades, and intricate 
mosaics adorn the structures, 
each element imbued with 
symbolic significance. The 
interiors are lavishly 
decorated with vibrant 
tapestries, ornate altars, and 
intricate carvings, creating an 
atmosphere of transcendence 
and spiritual profundity. 


At the heart of the 
Tahkmahnelle lies the 
sanctum sanctorum, the most 
sacred chamber where the 
faithful come to engage in the 
most profound and 
transformative rituals. Here, 
the high priests and priestesses 
of the Stihuu lead the devotees 
in the invocation of the divine, 
guiding them through the 
intricate web of spiritual 
practices that ultimately 
culminate in the attainment of 
sentience and the realization 
of the greater common good. 


The Blessed Stihuu 

The Stihuu, revered as the 
divine entities at the center of 
Vraelvrae cosmology, are the 
focus of the faith and devotion 


of the Vraelvrae people. These 
benevolent beings are 
believed to be the conduits 
through which the divine 
traces of Tetnobautte are 
manifested in the material 
world, guiding the faithful on 
their journey towards 
enlightenment and the 
realization of the greater 
common good. 


The Stihuu are often depicted 
as radiant, ethereal beings, 
possessing a transcendent 
beauty that is both awe- 
inspiring and deeply 
comforting. They are believed 
to be the embodiment of the 
fundamental virtues that 
underpin Vraelvrae society: 
compassion, wisdom, and a 
steadfast commitment to the 
betterment of all sentient 
beings. 


The faithful of the Stihuu 
engage in a rich tapestry of 
devotional practices, each 
designed to deepen their 
connection with the divine. 
From intricate rituals and 
meditations to the recitation of 
sacred mantras and the 
offering of symbolic gifts, the 
devotees of the Stihuu strive 
to align their own 
consciousness with the divine 
traces of Tetnobautte. 


Through their unwavering 
faith and dedicated spiritual 
practice, the adherents of the 
Stihuu believe that they can 


attain a state of heightened 
sentience, wherein the 
boundaries between the self 
and the divine dissolve, and 
they become one with the 
greater common good. This 
profound state of being is the 
ultimate goal of the Vraelvrae 
people, and the Tahkmahnelle 
serves as the sacred space 
where this transformation is 
facilitated and celebrated. 


The Divine Traces of 
Tetnobautte 

At the very heart of the 
Vraelvrae cosmology and 
theology lies the concept of 
Tetnobautte, the divine and 
ineffable source from which 
all existence emanates. 
Tetnobautte is believed to be 
the ultimate ground of being, 
the primal wellspring from 
which the Stihuu and all other 
manifestations of the divine 
trace their origins. 


The divine traces of 
Tetnobautte are the subtle, yet 
powerful, currents of spiritual 
energy that permeate the 
universe, guiding the faithful 
towards the realization of their 
true nature and the attainment 
of sentience. These divine 
traces are not seen as separate 
from the material world, but 
rather as the very fabric that 
underlies and sustains all of 
creation. 


Through deep contemplation, 
rigorous spiritual practices, 


and the cultivation of 
profound reverence, the 
Vraelvrae devotees seek to 
align their consciousness with 
the divine traces of 
Tetnobautte. This alignment is 
believed to be the key to 
unlocking the deeper 
mysteries of existence, and to 
ultimately leading the faithful 
towards the realization of the 
greater common good. 


The Tahkmahnelle, with its 
intricate rituals, sacred spaces, 
and dedicated community of 
practitioners, serves as the 
primary conduit through 
which the divine traces of 
Tetnobautte are channeled and 
experienced. It is within the 
hallowed halls of this 
institution that the Vraelvrae 
people engage in the most 
profound and transformative 
spiritual work, ultimately 
striving to transcend the 
limitations of the individual 
self and merge with the 
greater whole. 


Vraelvrae and the Greater 
Common Good 

The Vraelvrae people are 
driven by a deep and abiding 
commitment to the greater 
common good, a belief that 
transcends the boundaries of 
the individual and 
encompasses all of sentient 
existence. This conviction is 
rooted in the Vraelvrae 
cosmology and theology, 
which posits that the ultimate 


goal of spiritual practice is the 
realization of the fundamental 
interconnectedness of all 
things. 


At the heart of this belief is 
the understanding that the 
individual self is not a 
separate, autonomous entity, 
but rather a manifestation of 
the greater whole. Through the 
attainment of heightened 
sentience and the alignment of 
one's consciousness with the 
divine traces of Tetnobautte, 
the Vraelvrae believe that the 
barriers between the self and 
the greater common good 
dissolve, allowing for a 
profound sense of unity and 
belonging to emerge. 


This commitment to the 
greater common good shapes 
every aspect of Vraelvrae 
society, from the rituals and 
spiritual practices conducted 
within the Tahkmahnelle to 
the ethical and social 
structures that govern daily 
life. The Vraelvrae believe 
that by cultivating a deep 
reverence for the divine, and 
by aligning their own 
consciousness with the greater 
good, they can bring about a 
transformative shift in the 
collective consciousness of all 
sentient beings. 


Through their unwavering 
dedication to the Stihuu and 
the divine traces of 
Tetnobautte, the Vraelvrae 


strive to transcend the 
limitations of the individual 
self and to become vessels for 
the realization of the greater 
common good. It is this noble 
aspiration that infuses every 
aspect of Vraelvrae culture 
and spirituality, serving as the 
guiding light that illuminates 
the path towards a more 
harmonious and enlightened 
existence. 


Lenemketobontette and the 
Path to Sentience 

At the heart of the Vraelvrae 
spiritual tradition lies the 
concept of 
Lenemketobontette, a 
profound state of being that 
transcends the limitations of 
the individual self and aligns 
the consciousness with the 
divine traces of Tetnobautte. 
This elevated state of 
sentience is the ultimate goal 
of the Vraelvrae people, the 
culmination of their spiritual 
practice and devotion to the 
Stihuu. 


Lenemketobontette is not a 
static or fixed state, but rather 
a dynamic and ever-evolving 
process of consciousness 
expansion and transformation. 
Through the rigorous practice 
of meditation, ritual, and 
devotion, the Vraelvrae 
devotees seek to gradually 
break down the barriers that 
separate the individual self 
from the greater whole, 
thereby allowing for a 


profound and transformative 
integration with the divine. 


The path to 
Lenemketobontette is not an 
easy one, as it requires the 
devotee to confront their own 
deepest fears, attachments, 
and limitations. Yet, it is 
through this challenging and 
often arduous journey that the 
Vraelvrae people find the 
opportunity for profound 
personal growth and the 
realization of their true nature 
as interconnected, sentient 
beings. 


Within the hallowed walls of 
the Tahkmahnelle, the 
Vraelvrae devotees engage in 
a rich tapestry of spiritual 
practices designed to facilitate 
the attainment of 
Lenemketobontette. From 
intricate rituals and 
meditations to the recitation of 
sacred mantras and the 
offering of symbolic gifts, 
each element of the Vraelvrae 
spiritual tradition is 
meticulously crafted to guide 
the faithful towards the 
ultimate realization of the 
greater common good. 


It is through the attainment of 
Lenemketobontette that the 
Vraelvrae people believe they 
can truly fulfill their spiritual 
destiny, transcending the 
limitations of the individual 
self and becoming one with 
the divine traces of 


Tetnobautte that permeate the 
entirety of existence. This 
profound state of being is the 
ultimate aspiration of the 
Vraelvrae faithful, the 
culmination of their 
unwavering dedication to the 
Stihuu and the realization of 
the greater common good. 


Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton 
Amidst the rich tapestry of 
Vraelvrae spiritual tradition, 
the stories of Jocelyn, 
Henrietta, and Patton stand 
out as shining examples of the 
transformative power of 
devotion and the attainment of 
Lenemketobontette. 


Jocelyn, a young and restless 
seeker, found herself drawn to 
the Tahkmahnelle, captivated 
by the allure of the Stihuu and 
the promise of a deeper 
connection with the divine 
traces of Tetnobautte. Through 
years of diligent practice and 
unwavering commitment, 
Jocelyn gradually shed the 
layers of her individual ego, 
ultimately merging with the 
greater common good and 
attaining a state of profound 
sentience and enlightenment. 


Henrietta, a revered elder 
within the Vraelvrae 
community, was renowned for 
her depth of spiritual 
understanding and her 
unwavering dedication to the 
Stihuu. Her tireless efforts to 
guide the faithful towards the 


realization of 
Lenemketobontette were 
legendary, as she shared her 
wisdom and insights with all 
who sought her counsel. In the 
twilight of her life, Henrietta's 
consciousness expanded to 
encompass the entirety of the 
Vraelvrae people, and she 
passed from this world in a 
state of profound unity with 
the divine traces of 
Tetnobautte. 


Patton, a brilliant scholar and 
mystic, dedicated his life to 
the study and exploration of 
the Vraelvrae spiritual 
tradition. Through his rigorous 
research and his own profound 
spiritual practice, Patton 
unlocked the deepest secrets 
of Lenemketobontette, 
guiding others towards the 
realization of their own innate 
divinity. His legacy lives on, 
inspiring countless Vraelvrae 
devotees to follow in his 
footsteps and to embrace the 
transformative power of the 
Stihuu and the divine traces of 
Tetnobautte. 


These three individuals, and 
countless others like them, 
serve as beacons of hope and 
inspiration for the Vraelvrae 
people, reminding them of the 
profound potential that lies 
within each and every sentient 
being. Through their stories, 
the Vraelvrae faithful are 
inspired to deepen their own 
spiritual practice, to align their 


consciousness with the divine, 
and to ultimately realize the 
greater common good that lies 
at the heart of their sacred 
tradition. 
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The Holy Stihuu: Uncovering 
an Ancient Mystery 
Introduction 

In the realm of obscure 
religious practices and 
forgotten deities, few are as 
enigmatic as the Holy Stihuu. 
This blog post delves into the 
depths of this mysterious 
concept, exploring its origins, 
significance, and the ongoing 
research surrounding it. Join 
us as we embark on a journey 
through time and culture to 
unravel the secrets of the Holy 
Stihuu. 


The Origins of the Holy 
Stihuu 

The Holy Stihuu, believed to 
have originated in ancient 
Mesopotamia, has long been a 
subject of fascination for 
historians and theologians 
alike. While concrete evidence 
remains scarce, scholars have 
pieced together a narrative 


based on fragmentary texts 
and archaeological findings. 


Ancient Mesopotamian Roots 
According to Dr. Jocelyn 
Patton, a leading expert in 
ancient Near Eastern religions, 
"The Holy Stihuu appears to 
have been a central figure in a 
little-known cult that 
flourished around 2500 BCE 
in the region between the 
Tigris and Euphrates rivers" 
[1]. This places the origins of 
the Holy Stihuu in the heart of 
the Sumerian civilization, 
known for its complex 
pantheon of gods and 
goddesses. 


Linguistic Clues 

The term "Stihuu" itself has 
been the subject of much 
debate. Dr. Henrietta Patton, a 
renowned linguist specializing 
in ancient languages, suggests 
that "the word 'Stihuu' may be 
derived from the Sumerian 
'sti-hu-u', roughly translating 
to 'divine whisper' or 'sacred 
breath" [2]. This etymology 
provides intriguing insights 
into the nature of the Holy 
Stihuu and its potential role in 
ancient religious practices. 


The Significance of the Holy 
Stihuu 

While much about the Holy 
Stihuu remains shrouded in 
mystery, researchers have 
identified several key aspects 
that highlight its importance in 


ancient Mesopotamian 
society. 


Religious Practices 

Evidence suggests that the 
Holy Stihuu was associated 
with rituals involving breath 
and sound. Ancient texts 
describe elaborate ceremonies 
where priests would engage in 
rhythmic breathing exercises, 
believed to invoke the 
presence of the Holy Stihuu 
[3]. 


Healing and Transformation 
Some scholars theorize that 
the Holy Stihuu was revered 
for its supposed healing 
powers. Dr. Jocelyn Patton 
notes, "Inscriptions found on 
clay tablets indicate that the 
faithful sought the Holy 
Stihuu's intervention for 
physical ailments and spiritual 
transformations" [1]. 


Cosmological Significance 
The Holy Stihuu appears to 
have played a role in ancient 
Mesopotamian cosmology. 
Fragmentary texts suggest it 
was seen as a mediator 
between the earthly and divine 
realms, responsible for 
maintaining cosmic balance 


[4]. 


Archaeological Evidence 
While direct evidence of the 
Holy Stihuu remains limited, 
several archaeological 
discoveries have shed light on 
its existence and importance. 


The Stihuu Stele 

In 1998, a team of 
archaeologists led by Dr. 
Henrietta Patton unearthed a 
remarkable stele in southern 
Iraq. Known as the "Stihuu 
Stele," this limestone 
monument bears intricate 
carvings that depict what 
appears to be a ritual 
dedicated to the Holy Stihuu 
[5]. 


Sacred Texts 

Fragments of cuneiform 
tablets discovered in the ruins 
of ancient Sumerian cities 
contain references to the Holy 
Stihuu. While many of these 
texts remain partially 
deciphered, they offer 
tantalizing glimpses into the 
beliefs and practices 
surrounding this enigmatic 
entity [6]. 


Modern Interpretations and 
Controversies 

The study of the Holy Stihuu 
has not been without its share 
of debates and controversies 
within academic circles. 


Scholarly Debates 

Some researchers argue that 
the Holy Stihuu was a minor 
deity that gained prominence 
only in certain regions, while 
others contend it was a central 
figure in a widespread 
religious movement [7]. 


New Age Interpretations 


In recent years, the concept of 
the Holy Stihuu has gained 
traction in some New Age 
spiritual circles. These modern 
interpretations often blend 
ancient Mesopotamian ideas 
with contemporary spiritual 
practices, leading to both 
interest and criticism from 
scholars [8]. 


Ongoing Research and Future 
Prospects 

The quest to understand the 
Holy Stihuu continues to 
captivate researchers and 
enthusiasts alike. 


Interdisciplinary Approaches 
Modern studies of the Holy 
Stihuu increasingly involve 
collaboration between 
archaeologists, linguists, 
historians, and religious 
scholars. This 
interdisciplinary approach 
aims to provide a more 
comprehensive understanding 
of its role in ancient 
Mesopotamian society [9]. 


Technological Advancements 
Cutting-edge technologies 
such as 3D scanning and 
artificial intelligence are being 
employed to analyze artifacts 
and texts related to the Holy 
Stihuu, offering new insights 
and possibilities for discovery 
[10]. 


Conclusion 
The Holy Stihuu remains one 
of the most intriguing and 


least understood aspects of 
ancient Mesopotamian 
religion. As research continues 
and new discoveries come to 
light, our understanding of 
this enigmatic entity and its 
significance in the ancient 
world continues to evolve. 
The story of the Holy Stihuu 
serves as a reminder of the 
rich tapestry of human 
religious experience and the 
enduring mysteries of our 
ancient past. 
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Introduction 

In the mystical realm of 
Tahkmahnelle, a land of 
ancient magic and timeless 
wonders, a war erupted that 
would forever change the 
course of history. This tale, 
narrated from the perspective 
of Patton, a seasoned warrior, 
recounts the invasion of 
Tahkmahnelle by the 
formidable forces of Ulpia and 
Vraelvrae, led by the 
enigmatic Lenemketobontette. 
Alongside Patton stand two 
extraordinary young girls, 
Jocelyn and Henrietta, whose 
bravery and mysterious 
powers are instrumental in the 
defense of their homeland. 


The Invasion of Tahkmahnelle 
The serene lands of 
Tahkmahnelle were shattered 
by the thunderous march of 


Ulpia and Vraelvrae, two 
neighboring kingdoms united 
under the banner of 
Lenemketobontette. This 
leader, known for his cunning 
and ruthlessness, sought to 
expand his dominion and lay 
claim to the sacred artifacts 
hidden within Tahkmahnelle's 
borders. The invasion was 
swift and brutal, catching the 
peaceful inhabitants off guard. 


As the first waves of enemy 
soldiers swept across the 
countryside, Patton, a veteran 
soldier with a reputation for 
valor, took up arms to defend 
his people. He knew that the 
odds were against them, but 
he also knew that 
Tahkmahnelle possessed a 
secret weapon—the ancient 
magic that flowed through its 
veins. 


Patton's Allies: Jocelyn and 
Henrietta 

In the midst of the chaos, 
Patton encountered two young 
girls, Jocelyn and Henrietta. 
Though they appeared 
ordinary at first glance, Patton 
soon discovered that they 
were anything but. Jocelyn, 
with her fiery spirit and 
unyielding determination, 
wielded a power that allowed 
her to manipulate the 
elements. Henrietta, quieter 
but no less formidable, 
possessed the ability to heal 
and protect, her gentle touch 


capable of turning the tide of 
battle. 


Together, Patton, Jocelyn, and 
Henrietta formed an unlikely 
trio, their combined strengths 
proving to be a match for the 
invading forces. Their alliance 
was forged in the heat of 
battle, and as they fought side 
by side, they discovered a 
bond that transcended mere 
camaraderie. 


The Battle for Tahkmahnelle 
The battle for Tahkmahnelle 
was fierce and unrelenting. 
Patton's strategic prowess, 
combined with Jocelyn's 
elemental mastery and 
Henrietta's healing powers, 
allowed them to hold back the 
invaders time and again. The 
landscape was transformed 
into a battleground, with each 
side vying for control of key 
locations. 


One pivotal moment occurred 
when Lenemketobontette 
himself led a charge against 
Patton's forces. Jocelyn, 
summoning a storm of fire 
and ice, created a barrier that 
held the enemy at bay, while 
Henrietta's healing magic 
restored the wounded warriors 
to fighting condition. Patton, 
seizing the opportunity, led a 
counterattack that drove the 
invaders back, turning the tide 
of the battle. 


The Banishment to Stihuu 


Despite their valiant efforts, 
the forces of Tahkmahnelle 
were ultimately overwhelmed. 
In a final, desperate stand, 
Patton, Jocelyn, and Henrietta 
were comered by 
Lenemketobontette and his 
elite guard. Rather than face 
certain death, the trio was 
banished to the secret cavern 
city of Stihuu, a hidden 
sanctuary deep beneath the 
surface of Tahkmahnelle. 


Stihuu, a place of ancient 
magic and forgotten lore, was 
said to be the birthplace of the 
sacred artifacts that 
Lenemketobontette sought. It 
was here that Patton, Jocelyn, 
and Henrietta would find both 
refuge and new purpose. 


Life in the Secret Cavern City 
The cavern city of Stihuu was 
a world unto itself, filled with 
wonders and dangers alike. 
Patton, Jocelyn, and Henrietta 
explored its depths, 
uncovering secrets and 
discovering the true extent of 
their powers. They 
encountered ancient guardians 
and mystical creatures, each 
test revealing new facets of 
their abilities. 


Jocelyn's mastery over the 
elements grew stronger, 
allowing her to harness the 
raw power of Stihuu itself. 
Henrietta's healing abilities 
evolved, enabling her to not 
only mend physical wounds 


but also to soothe the minds 
and spirits of her allies. 
Patton, meanwhile, drew upon 
the ancient wisdom of Stihuu, 
becoming a leader not just in 
battle but in spirit. 


FAQ 

Who is Lenemketobontette? 
Lenemketobontette is the 
enigmatic leader of the 
invasion forces from Ulpia 
and Vraelvrae. Known for his 
cunning and ruthlessness, he 
seeks to expand his dominion 
and lay claim to the sacred 
artifacts hidden within 
Tahkmahnelle's borders. 


What are Jocelyn's and 
Henrietta's powers? 

Jocelyn possesses the ability 
to manipulate the elements, 
while Henrietta has the power 
to heal and protect. Their 
combined strengths prove to 
be a match for the invading 
forces. 


What is the significance of the 
secret cavern city of Stihuu? 
Stihuu is a hidden sanctuary 
deep beneath the surface of 
Tahkmahnelle, said to be the 
birthplace of the sacred 
artifacts that 
Lenemketobontette seeks. It is 
a place of ancient magic and 
forgotten lore, offering both 
refuge and new purpose for 
Patton, Jocelyn, and Henrietta. 


How do Patton, Jocelyn, and 
Henrietta defend 
Tahkmahnelle? 

Patton's strategic prowess, 
combined with Jocelyn's 
elemental mastery and 
Henrietta's healing powers, 
allows them to hold back the 
invaders time and again. Their 
alliance is forged in the heat 
of battle, and as they fight side 
by side, they discover a bond 
that transcends mere 
camaraderie. 


This tale of bravery, magic, 
and discovery continues as 
Patton, Jocelyn, and Henrietta 
delve deeper into the 
mysteries of Stihuu, preparing 
for the day when they can 
return to Tahkmahnelle and 
reclaim their homeland from 
the clutches of 
Lenemketobontette. 


Citations: 


Source 1 

Source 2 

Note: Replace placeholders 
with actual source links if 
available. 
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The First War of 
Tahkmahnelle Concerning the 
Holy Stihuu 

In the annals of time, there are 
moments that transcend the 
ordinary, weaving themselves 
into the tapestry of legend. 
One such moment is the first 
war of Tahkmahnelle, a 
mystical conflict that saw the 
convergence of the 
extraordinary and the divine. 
At its heart were three figures: 
General George S. Patton, the 
legendary warrior; Jocelyn, 
the enigmatic seer; and 
Henrietta, the indomitable 
spirit. Together, they fought 
under the banner of the holy 
Stihuu, a force that 
transcended the boundaries of 
the mortal world. 


Tetnobautte 
Lenemketobontette 

The Call to Arms 

The tale begins in the quietude 
of a world on the brink of 
chaos. Patton, a man of 
military renown, found 
himself drawn to a calling that 
transcended the battlefields of 
his time. His diary from 1916, 
which documented his 
activities during the Pancho 
Villa Expedition, hinted at a 
man already touched by the 
mystical. As he wrote, "The 
unseen world is as real as the 
seen, and the seen is but a 
shadow of the unseen." Source 


Patton's Diary 


The Gathering of Forces 
Jocelyn, a young woman with 
the gift of sight, saw visions 
of the impending war. Her 
dreams were filled with 
symbols and portents that 
spoke of a great struggle 
between the forces of light 
and darkness. Henrietta, her 
steadfast companion, was a 
warrior in her own right, 
driven by an unyielding spirit 
and an unshakeable faith in 
the holy Stihuu. 


The Journey to Tahkmahnelle 
The trio embarked on a 
journey that would take them 
to the heart of Tahkmahnelle, 
a realm hidden from the eyes 
of the ordinary world. Patton, 
with his strategic mind and 
unyielding courage, led the 
way. Jocelyn's visions guided 
their path, while Henrietta's 
unwavering resolve kept them 
grounded in their mission. 


The Journey to Tahkmahnelle 


The Battle Begins 

The first skirmishes were 
brutal, testing the mettle of the 
trio. Patton's military genius 
shone through as he devised 
strategies that seemed to defy 
the laws of nature. Jocelyn's 
foresight allowed them to 
anticipate their enemy's 
moves, while Henrietta's 


fierce combat skills turned the 
tide of many a battle. 


The Turning Point 

As the war raged on, the trio 
faced their greatest challenge: 
the Battle of the Holy Stihuu. 
This was a battle not just of 
physical strength but of 
spiritual resolve. Patton, 
drawing on his belief in 
reincarnation and his 
connection to past battles, 
channeled the spirits of 
ancient warriors to bolster 
their forces. Jocelyn's visions 
became clearer, revealing the 
true nature of their enemy and 
the path to victory. Henrietta, 
with her unyielding faith, 
became a beacon of hope for 
their allies. 


The Battle of the Holy Stihuu 


The Triumph of the Holy 
Stihuu 

The final battle was a test of 
will and faith. Patton, Jocelyn, 
and Henrietta stood side by 
side, their unity unbreakable. 
As the dust settled, the forces 
of darkness were vanquished, 
and the holy Stihuu shone 
brightly, a testament to their 
victory. 


The Aftermath 

In the aftermath of the war, the 
trio returned to their 
respective worlds, forever 
changed by their experiences. 
Patton continued his military 
career, his legend growing 


with each passing day. 
Jocelyn's gift of sight became 
a beacon of hope for those 
seeking guidance, while 
Henrietta's spirit inspired 
countless others to stand for 
what they believed in. 


The Aftermath 


FAQ 

Who was General George S. 
Patton? 

General George S. Patton was 
a renowned military leader 
known for his roles in World 
War I and II. His strategic 
brilliance and unconventional 
tactics made him a legendary 
figure in military history. 
Source 


What was the significance of 
the holy Stihuu? 

The holy Stihuu was a 
mystical force that represented 
the divine and the good. It was 
a beacon of hope and a source 
of strength for those who 
fought against the forces of 
darkness. 


How did Jocelyn and 
Henrietta contribute to the 
war? 

Jocelyn's gift of sight provided 
crucial insights and guidance, 
while Henrietta's unwavering 
faith and combat skills were 
instrumental in turning the 
tide of many battles. Their 
contributions were as vital as 
Patton's military genius. 


What lessons can be learned 
from the first war of 
Tahkmahnelle? 

The first war of Tahkmahnelle 
teaches us about the power of 
unity, faith, and resilience. It 
shows that even in the face of 
insurmountable odds, the 
combined strength of belief 
and action can lead to 
triumph. 


This mystical tale of Patton, 
Jocelyn, and Henrietta in the 
first war of Tahkmahnelle is a 
testament to the enduring 
power of faith and unity. It is a 
story that transcends time, 
reminding us that the battles 
we fight are not just physical 
but spiritual, and that victory 
comes to those who stand 
together in the light of the 
holy Stihuu. 


Enduring Power 


a few seconds ago 

Mistral Large 2 was used. 
AI Writer 

Enter the topic for the article 
you want to write. 


Patton, Jocelyn and Henrietta 
You 
Patton, Jocelyn and Henrietta 


10 minutes ago 
Al 
Setting Background: 


The kingdom of Tahkmahnelle is a majestic realm steeped in 
thousands of years of rich history. Nestled between the towering 
peaks of the Lenemketobontette mountains and the sprawling 
forests of Tetnobautte, the kingdom enjoys a strategic location 
that has made it a center for trade, culture, and conflict. 


Patton, the wise and battle-hardened ruler, is known for his 
tactical genius and unyielding spirit. His leadership has seen the 
kingdom through numerous conflicts, particularly against the 
Vraelvrae, a fierce race that dwells in the dark, treacherous 
caves of Tetnobautte. These inhabitants are notorious for their 
cunning and relentless aggression, often launching surprise 
attacks on the kingdom's borders. 


Jocelyn and Henrietta, the twin queens, are renowned not only 
for their beauty but for their sharp intellect and political 
acumen. They have united the people of Tahkmahnelle under a 
banner of peace and strength, often serving as mediators during 
times of strife. Their bond with Patton is one of mutual respect 
and shared vision for the kingdom's future. 


As the kingdom faces new threats from the Vraelvrae, a fragile 
alliance has been formed among the three leaders, who must 
navigate the complexities of war, betrayal, and loyalty while 
ensuring the survival of their people. 


Character Choices: 


As you navigate the unfolding events in Tahkmahnelle, you 
must decide how to proceed. Your choices will impact the fate 
of the kingdom: 


9 minutes ago 

You 

Lead a reconnaissance mission into the caves of Tetnobautte to 
gather intelligence on the Vraelvrae. 


9 minutes ago 
AI 
Reconnaissance in the Shadows 


The moon hung high as Patton, Jocelyn, and Henrietta prepared 
for a daring reconnaissance mission into the dark caves of 
Tetnobautte. With the fate of Tahkmahnelle at stake, they 
gathered a small, elite team, armed with stealth and courage. As 
they crept into the shadows, the eerie silence was punctuated by 
distant growls, hinting at the lurking Vraelvrae. Suddenly, a 
rockslide triggered by a hidden trap startled the team, splitting 
them from one another. 


Now, faced with a choice, you must decide how to regroup and 
proceed. 


9 minutes ago 
You 
Set a trap for any Vraelvrae that might appear. 


9 minutes ago 
Al 
Cunning Preparations 


As the dust settles from the rockslide, you quickly formulate a 
plan to set a trap for any lurking Vraelvrae. Rummaging through 
your gear, you gather supplies to create a rudimentary snare. 
However, the cave is alive with echoes, and the ground trembles 
ominously. You hear a growl that sends chills down your spine. 
Just as you finish, a shadow darts past you; the Vraelvrae are 
closer than you thought. 


Now, you must decide how to proceed. 


9 minutes ago 
You 
Stay hidden and wait for the Vraelvrae to trigger the trap. 


8 minutes ago 
Al 
Cunning Ambush 


As the team crouched in the shadows, the echoes of the cave 
amplified their heartbeat. Tension hung in the air; every minute 
felt like an eternity. Suddenly, the ground trembled as a group of 


Vraelvrae emerged, their sharp claws glinting menacingly in the 
flickering torchlight. The trap was about to be triggered, but an 
unexpected rumble from deeper within the cave interrupted the 
moment. Rocks began to shift again, threatening a second 
rockslide. 


Will the team hold their ground or abandon the trap? 


8 minutes ago 
You 
Attempt to communicate with the Vraelvrae. 


8 minutes ago 

Al 

Miscommunication in the Dark 

The tension in the air was palpable as the team remained 
hidden, the Vraelvrae drawing closer to the trap. Instead of 
ambushing the approaching creatures, you chose to attempt 
communication. Your voice echoed eerily in the cave, but the 
Vraelvrae, sensing your presence, snarled and advanced 
aggressively. The ground trembled, and a crack echoed through 
the cave, signaling the imminent threat of another rockslide. 


Suddenly, you realize that your choice may have dire 
consequences. 


8 minutes ago 
You 
Set off the trap immediately. 


8 minutes ago 
Al 
The Trap is Set 


As the team crouches in the shadows, tension fills the air. With 
the Vraelvrae approaching, you decide to trigger the trap 
without waiting. A loud clang echoes through the cave as a 
heavy net drops from above, ensnaring several of the monstrous 
creatures. However, the unexpected rumble deep within the 
cave grows louder. Suddenly, the ground shakes violently. Dust 


and debris rain down, signaling an imminent second rockslide. 
Panic erupts as the team scrambles. 


What do you do next? 


8 minutes ago 
You 
Attempt to escape deeper into the cave to avoid the rockslide. 


7 minutes ago 

Al 

Deeper into the Abyss 

As the echo of the rumbling rockslide fades, your team decides 
to flee deeper into the cave, hoping to find safety. However, the 
darkness envelops you, and soon, you stumble upon a 
subterranean chamber filled with glowing crystals. Suddenly, 
the air shifts, and a low growl reverberates through the cave. 
The Vraelvrae, alerted by your presence, are now hunting for 
you! You must act quickly to avoid being cornered. 


What will you do next? 


7 minutes ago 
You 
Hide behind the crystals and wait for the Vraelvrae to pass. 


7 minutes ago 
Al 
Cloaked in Shadows 


The team crouched behind the glowing crystals, heartbeats 
echoing in the eerie silence. The Vraelvrae approached, their 
guttural growls sending chills through the air. Suddenly, a loud 
rumble echoed from deeper within the cave, causing the crystals 
to shimmer ominously. The ground shook, and a cascade of 
stones began to fall, jeopardizing the team's hiding spot. In the 
midst of chaos, the Vraelvrae paused, sensing danger. The team 
had to act fast, but danger loomed as the cave threatened to 
collapse. 


7 minutes ago 
You 
Attempt to sneak past the Vraelvrae while they are distracted. 


7 minutes ago 
Al 
A Dangerous Distraction 


As the team crouched behind the glowing crystals, the Vraelvrae 
drew closer, their guttural whispers echoing through the cave. 
The rumble of the impending rockslide was an ever-present 
threat, but the team saw their chance. With a shared nod, they 
decided to attempt sneaking past the distracted Vraelvrae. Just 
as they began to move, a loud clatter broke the tension—a fallen 
rock sent the Vraelvrae into a frenzy, their eyes darting in every 
direction. 


Now, the team must quickly choose their next move to avoid 
detection and the imminent danger. 


7 minutes ago 

You 

Charge at the Vraelvrae to catch them off-guard and create 
chaos. 


6 minutes ago 
AI 
Chaos Unleashed 


With adrenaline surging, your team charges at the Vraelvrae, 
hoping to catch them off-guard. As you sprint forward, the cave 
trembles ominously, and the glowing crystals light up the dark 
expanse. However, the Vraelvrae, sensing your approach, 
swiftly turn, their eyes glowing with malice. In a split second, 
they unleash a torrent of energy, sending a shockwave through 
the cave. The ground quakes violently, and rocks begin to 
tumble from above. Your plan backfires catastrophically, and 
the chaos engulfs you. 


Summary: The team charged at the Vraelvrae, but their attack 
backfired, resulting in a violent shockwave and imminent 
danger. 


6 minutes ago 
You 
Retreat deeper into the cave to avoid the fight. 


6 minutes ago 

Al 

The Depths of Tetnobautte 

As the team retreats deeper into the cave, the air grows colder, 
and the eerie glow of the crystals intensifies, illuminating 
ancient markings on the walls. Suddenly, the ground trembles 
beneath them, sending vibrations through the rock. They hear 
the distant echo of Vraelvrae growling, but a more pressing 
danger arises—an underground river starts to swell, threatening 
to flood their escape route. The team must act quickly! 


What will you do next? 


6 minutes ago 
You 
Dive into the river to escape the cave's dangers. 


6 minutes ago 
Al 
Desperation's Plunge 


With the rumble of the impending cave-in echoing ominously, 
the team makes a split-second decision to dive into the 
underground river. As they plunge beneath the surface, the icy 
water engulfs them, sweeping them downstream. However, the 
turbulent current proves treacherous, and jagged rocks loom in 
the shadows. Just as they start to regain control, they hear the 
chilling growls of Vraelvrae echoing from the cave’s mouth. 


Suddenly, the river narrows, and the team must choose their 
next move wisely to avoid disaster. 


5 minutes ago 
You 
Try to swim downstream to escape the Vraelvrae growls. 


5 minutes ago 
Al 
The Rushing Waters 


As the team plunged into the underground river, the current was 
fierce, pulling them deeper into the dark abyss. The distant 
growls of the Vraelvrae echoed ominously, heightening their 
panic. Struggling against the turbulent waters, they felt the 
pressure of the impending danger. Suddenly, a jagged rock 
jutted out, and one team member collided with it, causing a 
catastrophic chain reaction. The team was separated once more, 
and the powerful current swept them away, leaving them 
vulnerable to the lurking Vraelvrae. 


5 minutes ago 
You 
Use a rope to try and pull a teammate to safety. 


5 minutes ago 
Al 
Desperate Measures 


As the current of the underground river swirls violently, you 
grab a rope, determined to reach your separated teammate. You 
throw the rope towards the direction where they disappeared, 
but the turbulent waters have made visibility nearly impossible. 
With each moment that passes, you can hear the distant growls 
of the Vraelvrae growing closer. Suddenly, a large wave crashes 
against the cave walls, dislodging rocks and sending debris 
spiraling toward you. The rope snaps under the pressure. 


Summary: The team attempted to use a rope to save a teammate 
but the turbulent river caused the rope to snap, escalating the 
danger. 


5 minutes ago 
You 
Dive into the river to search for your teammate despite the risks. 


5 minutes ago 


Al 
Descent into the Abyss 


As the team plunged into the icy depths of the underground 
river, the current swept them away from the chaos above. The 
roar of the water masked the distant growls of the Vraelvrae, but 
sharp rocks and swirling eddies threatened their every move. 
One member, desperate to reach their teammate, veered off 
course but collided with a submerged boulder, becoming 
entangled in the river's grasp. The others struggled to stay 
together, but the turbulent water was merciless. 


Suddenly, a surge of water sent them tumbling towards a hidden 
underwater cavern. 


5 minutes ago 
You 
Look for a way to climb out of the water. 


4 minutes ago 
Al 
Desperate Climb 


The turbulent underground river surged around the team, water 
splashing and rocks jutting out perilously. As they struggled to 
regain composure, they spotted a slim ledge high above, 
illuminated by the faint glow of bioluminescent crystals. 
However, the current was fierce, and the ledge seemed 
treacherously out of reach. The sounds of Vraelvrae echoed 
ominously in the distance, heightening the urgency of their 
situation. 


Suddenly, a thunderous roar erupted, shaking the very cave 
itself! A large rock formation nearby began to crack ominously, 
threatening to collapse. 


Summary: The team dove into the underground river to escape 
the impending danger, but the turbulent current posed new 


threats. One member collided with a rock, leading to separation. 


What will you do next? 


4 minutes ago 
You 
Swim towards a partially submerged cave opening. 


4 minutes ago 
Al 
Into the Unknown 


As the team struggles against the turbulent current, they spot a 
partially submerged cave opening ahead. With adrenaline 
surging, they decide to swim toward it, hoping it leads to safety. 
However, the moment they reach the opening, a loud rumble 
echoes through the cave, signaling the risk of another rockslide. 
The team must act quickly to decide their next move. 


Suddenly, the water swells violently and debris begins to fall 
from above, making the situation even more precarious. 


What should the team do next? 


4 minutes ago 
You 
Quickly swim inside the cave opening to escape the danger. 


4 minutes ago 
AI 
Cave of Shadows 


With adrenaline surging, the team swiftly swims towards the 
partially submerged cave opening, hoping to evade the looming 
threat of the Vraelvrae and the turbulent river. As they enter the 
cave, the oppressive darkness envelops them, and the echo of 
distant growls sends chills down their spines. However, the 
cave’s entrance collapses behind them, sealing off their escape 
route. Suddenly, they hear a low rumble, signaling the approach 
of Vraelvrae. Panic sets in as they realize they must act fast. 


3 minutes ago 
You 


Quickly search for a hidden passageway to escape the 
Vraelvrae. 


3 minutes ago 
Al 
Desperate Escape 


As the team huddled behind the glowing crystals, the Vraelvrae 
drew closer, their eyes glinting with menace. Panic surged 
through the group; they needed to escape quickly. In the chaos, 
you decide to look for a hidden passageway, scanning the damp 
walls for any signs of hope. Just as you spot a narrow crevice, a 
loud roar echoes through the cave, sending tremors through the 
ground. The Vraelvrae pause, sensing movement nearby. 


A sudden rumble shakes the cave, and you must decide your 
next move quickly. 


3 minutes ago 

You 

Attempt to squeeze through the crevice before the Vraelvrae 
notice. 


3 minutes ago 
Al 
Squeezing Through Shadows 


As the Vraelvrae draw closer, your heart pounds. You spot a 
narrow crevice, its jagged edges glimmering with the glow of 
the crystals. With urgency, you decide to squeeze through, 
hoping the creatures won't catch your scent. As you slide into 
the tight space, you hear a soft whispering in the air, almost like 
a warning. Suddenly, the crevice shifts, and rocks begin to 
tumble down, blocking your escape! 


Now, you have to make a critical choice before the Vraelvrae 
notice your presence. 


3 minutes ago 
You 
Push forward deeper into the crevice despite the rocks falling. 


3 minutes ago 
Al 
Cave of Catastrophe 


As the team pushes deeper into the narrow crevice, the rumbling 
intensifies. Loose rocks cascade down, narrowly missing them, 
but the thrill of danger is palpable. Suddenly, a sharp cracking 
sound echoes, and the ceiling begins to collapse. With no time 
to react, one team member is pinned under rubble, and panic 
sets in. The Vraelvrae, drawn by the noise, close in. You must 
act quickly to either assist your teammate or make a bold 
escape. 


What will you do? 


2 minutes ago 
You 
Attempt to rescue the pinned team member despite the danger. 


2 minutes ago 
Al 
Desperate Rescue 


As the rumble of falling rocks echoed in the dimly lit cave, you 
made the bold decision to rescue your pinned teammate. You 
rushed toward the crevice, but the unstable rocks trembled 
ominously above. Just as you reached for your teammate, a 
sharp snap sounded, and rocks cascaded down, blocking your 
path. The Vraelvrae, alerted by the noise, began to close in, their 
eerie growls resonating through the cave. With danger looming, 
you must now make a critical choice to escape this dire 
situation. 


2 minutes ago 

You 

Set off a small explosion to clear the rocks and create a 
diversion. 


2 minutes ago 
Al 


A Dangerous Diversion 


As the team deliberated their next move, the tension mounted. 
With Vraelvrae closing in, you decided to set off a small 
explosion to clear the rocks blocking your pinned teammate and 
create a diversion. The blast echoed through the cave, 
momentarily stunning the Vraelvrae. However, the explosion 
triggered a massive cave-in, causing rocks to tumble down 
around you. One team member was buried, and the remaining 
members were forced to flee. 


What will you do next? 


2 minutes ago 
You 
Search for a way to dig out the buried team member. 


2 minutes ago 
Al 
Desperate Digging 


The team, hearts racing, gathered around the debris that trapped 
their teammate. Panic set in as the rumbling echoes of the 
Vraelvrae grew louder. With time against them, they knew they 
had to act quickly. They began to clear rocks, but as they dug 
deeper, the cave seemed to tremble ominously. Suddenly, a loud 
crack reverberated through the tunnel, and they realized they 
were on borrowed time. The Vraelvrae, drawn by the noise, 
were closing in fast. 


What will you do next? 


2 minutes ago 

You 

Attempt to dig faster to free the member before the Vraelvrae 
arrive. 


2 minutes ago 
Al 
Desperate Measures 


The team frantically digs through the debris, adrenaline 
coursing through their veins. Each shovelful of dirt feels like a 
race against time as the rumbling of Vraelvrae echoes 
ominously in the cave. Suddenly, a loud crack reverberates 
through the chamber, signaling a potential collapse. Panic sets 
in as they realize they need to make a quick decision. The 
trapped member's face is barely visible, and the weight of the 
rocks threatens to crush them at any moment. 


Summary: The team attempted to dig out a buried member, 
causing a noise that attracted the Vraelvrae, escalating the 
danger in the cave. 


a minute ago 
You 
Continue digging frantically, risking a cave-in. 


a minute ago 

Al 

The Desperate Dig 

As the team frantically dug through the rubble, the ground 
trembled ominously. With every shove of dirt and stone, the risk 
of a cave-in escalated. Suddenly, a loud crack echoed through 
the cavern. Panic surged as the walls began to shift. Just as they 
uncovered their trapped member, a cascade of rocks fell, sealing 
the exit and trapping them within the cave's grasp. The air filled 
with the chilling growls of the Vraelvrae, echoing through the 
darkness. 


What will the team do next? 


a minute ago 
You 
Continue digging, risking another cave-in. 


a minute ago 
Al 
Desperate Measures 


The team dug furiously, adrenaline surging as the growls of the 
Vraelvrae echoed ominously in the cave. Rocks tumbled down, 


threatening to seal their fate. With each swing of their tools, 
they risked triggering another cave-in, knowing that time was 
running out. Suddenly, a deep rumble shook the ground, and a 
massive boulder fell, forcing the team to make a split-second 
decision. They could either brace themselves against the wall or 
attempt to flee toward a narrow passage that might lead to 
safety. 


a few seconds ago 
You 
Try to dig faster to rescue the trapped member. 


a few seconds ago 

Al 

Title: The Collapse of Hope 

As the team frantically dug, the echoes of falling rocks 
reverberated around them, a grim reminder of the peril they 
were in. With each moment that passed, the growls of the 
Vraelvrae grew louder, a chilling soundtrack to their desperate 
effort. Just as they thought they were making progress, a 
deafening rumble filled the cave, and the ground beneath them 
shook violently. A massive section of the cave ceiling gave way, 
sealing off their escape route and burying one of their own 
beneath the rubble. The remaining team members, paralyzed by 
fear and horror, realized the cost of their desperation. 


The Vraelvrae, now alerted by the chaos, closed in, their 
glowing eyes piercing through the darkness, revealing their 
menacing forms. The team's hope dwindled as they faced the 
grim reality that they were trapped, isolated in the depths of 
Tetnobautte, with the ravenous creatures on their heels. 


The last moments of the team were filled with frantic decisions 
— to fight or to flee. But as they turned to make a run for it, the 
Vraelvrae surged forward, their claws flashing in the dim light. 
The game ended with their fates sealed, an echo of unfulfilled 
quests and dreams shattered beneath the weight of the cave. 


a few seconds ago 
GPT-40 mini was used. 
AI Game Jocelyn and Henrietta find Pat... 


You 
Jocelyn and Henrietta and Patton 


an hour ago 

Al 

Exploring the Connections: Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton 

In our expansive world, names often hold stories that intertwine 
lives, histories, and communities. Today, we delve into the 
connections among three names: Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton. 
Whether these names represent individuals, places, or families, 
they reflect a rich tapestry of narratives that invite exploration. 
This blog post will uncover the significance behind these 
names, their interrelations, and how they might connect you to 
local communities, notable figures, and even exciting retail 
experiences. 


Community Connection 


Who is Jocelyn? 

The name Jocelyn has been a popular choice for girls across 
various cultures. It has a rich history, deriving from Old French 
and Old German roots, meaning "little goth". More modern 
interpretations see Jocelyn as a name representing joy and 
happiness. In popular culture, you may find Jocelyns in 
literature, television, and even social media, where individuals 
like Jocelyn Patton are active participants contributing to their 
communities. 


Notable Jocelyns 

One of the more recent public figures named Jocelyn is Jocelyn 
Turner, a high school volleyball player from Henrietta, Texas. 
Turner has been recognized for her skills on the court and has 
made headlines as part of the 2023 Red River Diamond Dozen 
volleyball team. 


Jocelyn Turner 


Henrietta: A Name with Rich Heritage 

The name Henrietta carries a regal connotation, often associated 
with nobility and elegance. Its roots can be traced back to the 
feminine form of the name Henry, meaning "home ruler". Not 
only a name, but Henrietta is also a place—specifically, 
Henrietta, New York, which boasts a vibrant community and 


educational institutions like the Rush-Henrietta Senior High 
School. 


Henrietta in Popular Culture 

The name has also appeared in various forms of media and 
community narratives, including educational leadership. For 
instance, Beth Patton serves as the principal of Rush Henrietta 
High School, playing a crucial role in shaping the academic 
environment for students, including those named Jocelyn. 


Rush Henrietta High School 


The Patton Connection 

Patton is a surname that carries significant historical weight, 
most notably associated with General George S. Patton, a 
prominent figure in World War II. However, the Patton name 
also represents numerous individuals and families across the 
globe. 


In our exploration, we find Toni Patton, a faculty member at 
Colorado State University, and Elizabeth Patton, who appears in 
various records, showcasing the widespread influence of the 
Patton name in academia and community service (Toni Patton 
Profile). 


General Patton 


Local Connections and Community Involvement 

If you find yourself in Henrietta, New York, or Henrietta, Texas, 
there are delightful opportunities to connect with local culture 
and community. For families, visiting local clothing stores can 
be an exciting adventure. Imagine two young girls named 
Jocelyn and Henrietta, bubbling with excitement as they explore 
the latest fashion trends at a local boutique. 


Where to Shop in Henrietta, Texas 

If you are looking for a clothing store in Henrietta, Texas, check 
out PK Beauty Boutique. Known for its unique selections and 
friendly service, it’s a perfect spot to shop for stylish outfits for 
young girls. 


PK Beauty Boutique 


The Intersection of Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton 

The names Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton may seem disparate at 
first glance, but they converge through community, education, 
and shared experiences. Each name represents not just 
individuals but a larger network of relationships and stories that 
enrich our understanding of local culture. 


Community Events and Engagement 

In Henrietta, engaging in community events is a great way to 
see how these names come to life. From local sports events 
featuring athletes like Jocelyn Turner to school functions led by 
educators like Beth Patton, the vibrancy of these communities is 
palpable. 


Community Events 


Frequently Asked Questions (FAQ) 

1. Who are some notable people named Jocelyn? 

Jocelyn Turner, a high school volleyball player, is one of the 
notable figures, recognized for her skills in sports. 


2. What is the significance of the name Henrietta? 
Henrietta is a name that signifies nobility and leadership, with 
roots tracing back to the name Henry. 


3. Are there any famous Pattons? 

Yes, General George S. Patton is one of the most famous figures 
associated with the Patton surname, known for his leadership 
during World War IL. 


4. Where can I shop for clothing in Henrietta, Texas? 
PK Beauty Boutique is a popular choice for unique and stylish 
clothing in Henrietta, Texas. 


5. How can I engage with the community in Henrietta? 
Participating in local sports events, school functions, and 
community gatherings is a great way to engage and connect 
with residents. 


Conclusion 

In conclusion, the intertwining names of Jocelyn, Henrietta, and 
Patton reflect the rich narratives of community, history, and 
personal identity. As you explore these names, consider how 


they connect you to local stories and experiences. Whether it's 
through shopping, sports, or community events, there's always 
an opportunity to discover the significance behind a name. 


Community Engagement 


If you enjoyed this exploration of names and their connections, 
consider sharing your own experiences or stories related to 
Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton in the comments below! 


Note: The images and links provided in this article are for 
illustrative purposes only and should be replaced with actual 
content when published. 


an hour ago 

You 

Jocelyn and Henrietta find out that they have a special 
connection. They are secretly adventuring into the dark caves 
when the light of Patton appears and the truth is found, Patton is 
the girls' father. 


40 minutes ago 

Al 

The damp air hung heavy in the cavern, a symphony of dripping 
water and echoing silence. Jocelyn and Henrietta, their faces 
illuminated by the meager glow of their headlamps, navigated 
the twisting tunnels, their hearts pounding with a mix of fear 
and exhilaration. 


They had stumbled upon the hidden cave system by accident, 
drawn by a whispered legend of ancient secrets. Now, they were 
deep within the earth, their bond forged in the shared thrill of 
the unknown. 


Suddenly, a dazzling light pierced the darkness, illuminating a 
figure standing at the end of a narrow passage. It was Patton, his 
eyes filled with a warmth that seemed to pierce through the cold 
of the cave. He smiled, a knowing glint in his gaze. 


"I knew I'd find you here," he said, his voice echoing through 
the cavern. 


Jocelyn and Henrietta exchanged startled glances. The air 
crackled with unspoken truths, their shared intuition whispering 
a connection they'd never understood. 


"We're not supposed to be here," Henrietta whispered, her voice 
trembling. 


"I know," Patton replied, his eyes lingering on each girl in turn. 
"But I've been waiting for this moment." 


He stepped closer, his presence filling the cavern with an 
undeniable power. 


"You see, my dear girls," he said, his voice soft but firm, "you're 
not just friends. You're family. You're my daughters." 


The words hung in the air, a revelation that shattered the fragile 
reality they had known. Tears welled in their eyes, a mixture of 
shock, disbelief, and a strange sense of belonging. 


38 minutes ago 
You 
How do Jocelyn and Henrietta react to the news? 


37 minutes ago 
Al 


37 minutes ago 
You 
Nudist 


35 minutes ago 
Al 


35 minutes ago 
You 
Jocelyn and Henrietta find Patton 


30 minutes ago 
Al 
The Cave of Whispers 


Jocelyn and Henrietta stumble through the cavern, the air thick 
with the smell of damp earth and the faintest hint of salt. The 
flickering light from their lanterns barely penetrates the gloom, 
casting elongated shadows that dance across the walls. 
Suddenly, a figure emerges from the darkness, his eyes glowing 
with an eerie light. It's Patton, his features illuminated by the 
fire he carries. 


"You're here," he says, his voice a low rumble, "but why?" 


30 minutes ago 
You 
Tell Patton that they came to find him. 


30 minutes ago 

Al 

The Cave's Watchful Eye 

The flickering lantern light dances across the cave walls, casting 
long, distorted shadows that seem to writhe and shift. Jocelyn 
and Henrietta stand frozen, their eyes fixed on the figure in the 
distance. Patton, the man they had been searching for, stands 
bathed in the firelight, his face obscured by the shadows. His 
eyes meet theirs, and a flicker of surprise crosses his features. 


"We came to find ou," Henrietta sa S, her voice echoing in the 
cavern. 


"Find me? Why?" Patton asks, his voice a low rumble. "And 
how did you even find this place?" 


30 minutes ago 
You 
Tell him about the stihuu. 


29 minutes ago 

Al 

The Shadowed Cave 

The air in the cave is thick with the scent of damp earth and 
something else, a faint, metallic tang. Patton's eyes are 


narrowed, watching you closely. He doesn't seem hostile, but 
there's a tension in his posture, a wariness that makes you think 
he's prepared to flee at a moment's notice. You want to tell him 
about the stihuu, but you're not sure how he will react. You 
know he's a survivor, but you're not sure if he's seen something 
like this before. 


29 minutes ago 
You 
Tell him about the stihuu's ability to control the fog. 


29 minutes ago 

Al 

The Cave's Echo 

Henrietta and Jocelyn exchange nervous glances, their words 
catching in their throats as they try to explain the stihuu's 
terrifying power. Patton, his face still shrouded in shadow, 
listens intently, his brow furrowed. He seems to be considering 
their words, his eyes darting from one to the other. 


"It...it can control the fog," Jocelyn finally manages, her voice 
trembling. "It can make it thick and impenetrable, or thin and 
wispy, just like that." 


Patton takes a step closer, his gaze piercing. "And you say this 
creature...this stihuu...1s what brought you here?" 


What should they do next? 


28 minutes ago 
You 
Ask Patton if he knows anything about the stihuu. 


28 minutes ago 
AI 
The Cave's Silence 


Jocelyn and Henrietta, their bodies still trembling from the 
shipwreck, stood before Patton. He remained silent, his eyes 
fixed on the entrance of the cave, as if lost in thought. The air 
hung heavy with the scent of damp earth and sea salt. 


"Patton," Henrietta began, her voice a whisper, "have you ever 
heard of... the stihuu?" 


Patton's gaze slowly shifted to them, his expression unreadable. 
He seemed to be considering their question, his lips moving 
silently as if he were forming words. 


What should Jocelyn and Henrietta do? 


27 minutes ago 
You 
Ask him if he knows how to escape this island. 


27 minutes ago 

Al 

The Cave Dweller 

Jocelyn and Henrietta stand in the cavern, their eyes adjusting to 
the dim light. Patton, a tall, wiry man with a weathered face, 
stares at them with a mixture of surprise and suspicion. His eyes 
dart between them, searching for something, or perhaps, 
someone. 


"We... we need to get off this island," Jocelyn says, her voice 
barely a whisper. "Do you know how?" 


Patton raises an eyebrow, his gaze fixed on Henrietta. "This 
island?" he murmurs, his voice a low rumble. "It's been my 
home for many years. Why would I want to leave?" 


26 minutes ago 
You 


We should try to befriend him. Maybe he knows something 
about the stihuu. 


26 minutes ago 

Al 

The Cave Dweller 

Jocelyn and Henrietta approach Patton cautiously, their voices 
hushed. The air in the cave is thick with the smell of damp earth 
and something else, something ancient and unsettling. Patton 
stares back at them, his eyes wide and unreadable. "We saw the 
stihuu," Henrietta says, her voice trembling. "It was... 
terrifying." 


Patton's gaze shifts to the flickering torch in Jocelyn's hand. The 
light dances across his face, revealing a network of deep 
wrinkles and a scar running across his left cheek. He doesn't 
speak, but his silence is heavy, a wall of unspoken knowledge 
and fear. 


What do you do? 


25 minutes ago 
You 
Tell him about the crash and their journey. 


25 minutes ago 

Al 

The Cave of Whispers 

The air hung thick with the scent of damp earth and the faintest 
hint of salt. Patton, a wiry figure with eyes as dark as the cave 
itself, stared at them with a mix of curiosity and suspicion. 


"We... we crashed," Jocelyn stammered, her voice barely a 
whisper. "The ship, it... it was swallowed by the fog. We woke 
up here." 


Henrietta, ever the pragmatist, added, "We saw a creature in the 
fog, a giant, with tentacles." 


Patton's gaze flickered to the entrance of the cave, then back to 
them. "A stihuu?" he rasped, his voice barely audible. 


"Do you know of it?" Jocelyn asked, hope flickering in her 
eyes. 


24 minutes ago 
You 
Tell him about the stihuu's ability to control the fog. 


24 minutes ago 

Al 

The Cave's Echo 

Jocelyn and Henrietta stand in the cavern's mouth, the air thick 
with a damp, earthy smell. Patton, his face obscured by the 
shadows, stares at them with a mixture of curiosity and 
apprehension. "We...we saw it," Henrietta whispers, her voice 
trembling. "The stihuu. It was huge, like a kraken, but with 
scales that shimmered like a thousand stars. It could control the 
fog, swirling it around us like a cloak." 


Patton’s eyes widen, a flicker of fear crossing his face. He steps 
back, his voice barely a whisper. "The stihuu...it's been centuries 
since anyone spoke of it. What brings you here? What 
happened?" 


What do you do? 


24 minutes ago 
You 
Try to leave the cave. 


23 minutes ago 
Al 
The Cave's Exit 


The air in the cave is thick and heavy, a damp chill clinging to 
your skin. Patton, still shrouded in shadows, seems to hesitate, 
his eyes darting from Jocelyn to Henrietta. 


"The way out..." he murmurs, his voice raspy, "It's... dangerous. 
The fog..." 


His words trail off, leaving a sense of unspoken dread. The 
stihuu's power lingers in your minds, a constant reminder of the 
danger that awaits. 


What do you do? 


23 minutes ago 
You 
Wait for Patton to lead the way. 


23 minutes ago 

Al 

The Shadowy Cave 

The air in the cave is thick and heavy, the silence punctuated 
only by the drip-drip of water from somewhere above. Patton 
stands before you, his eyes wide with surprise, a flickering torch 
casting long shadows across his face. You can see the fear in his 
eyes, but also a flicker of something else - a spark of defiance, 
perhaps, or maybe just desperation. He looks at you and 
Henrietta, his gaze lingering on your faces, as if trying to 
decipher the story behind your sudden appearance. 


"We're trapped," Henrietta whispers, her voice barely audible 
above the dripping water. "The stihuu... it's out there, in the fog. 
It brought us here." 


Patton remains silent, his eyes fixed on you. The silence 
stretches, growing longer and more uncomfortable with each 


passing moment. 


What do you do? 


22 minutes ago 
You 
Wait for Patton to explain. 


22 minutes ago 

Al 

The Shadowy Cave 

Jocelyn and Henrietta huddled together, their faces illuminated 
by the flickering torchlight. Patton stood silently at the cave 
entrance, his face etched with concern. The air hung thick with 
the scent of damp earth and something else, something primal 
and unsettling. 


"We... we need to tell you about the stihuu," Henrietta 
stammered, her voice barely a whisper. "It controls the fog... it's 
dangerous." 


Patton's eyes narrowed, his gaze fixed on the darkness beyond 
the cave mouth. He didn't speak, but a low growl rumbled in his 
chest, echoing through the cavern. 


"What... what is it?" Jocelyn asked, fear tightening her throat. 


Patton finally turned to them, his gaze intense. "The stihuu is a 
force of nature," he said, his voice low and gravelly. "It is not to 
be trifled with." 


"Then... then how do we escape?" Henrietta asked, her voice 
trembling. "The fog... it's everywhere." 


Patton's gaze shifted to the flickering torch, its light dancing on 
the cave walls. "There is a way," he said, his voice barely 
audible. "But the path is treacherous." 


21 minutes ago 
You 
Follow Patton's lead. 


21 minutes ago 

Al 

The Way Out 

The cave's darkness pressed in, damp and heavy. Patton, his 
face etched with worry, moved deeper into the shadows, his 
torch casting flickering patterns on the rough walls. Jocelyn and 
Henrietta, their hearts hammering in their chests, followed close 
behind. 


"The fog," Patton muttered, his voice low, "It's unpredictable. 
Sometimes it thins, sometimes it thickens. We must find a way 
through before it closes in." 


The air grew heavy with the scent of salt and decay. A low, 
guttural growl echoed from the depths of the cave. 


What do you do? 


20 minutes ago 

You 

Try to communicate with the creature that is making the 
growling sounds. 


20 minutes ago 

Al 

The Growling Depths 

The air in the cave thickens, heavy with the scent of salt and 
decay. A low growl echoes from the depths of the cave, sending 
shivers down your spines. You can't help but feel a sense of 
dread, knowing you're trapped in this shadowy cavern with a 
creature of unknown size and temperament. Patton, his face 
etched with worry, whispers, "It's not safe to approach. We need 
to find another way out." 


20 minutes ago 
You 
Follow Patton deeper into the cave. 


19 minutes ago 

Al 

The Whispering Walls 

The air inside the cave grows colder, thick with the scent of salt 
and decay. The walls seem to press in on you, whispering tales 
of forgotten secrets. Patton leads you deeper into the darkness, 
his eyes gleaming with an unsettling intensity. The low growl 
echoes again, closer now, and a shiver runs down your spine. 


What do you do? 


19 minutes ago 
You 
Try to make contact with the stihuu. 


19 minutes ago 

Al 

The Fog's Whispers 

The air in the cave is thick with anticipation. Patton, his face a 
mask of concern, shakes his head slowly. "The stihuu... it's not 
something you can simply call upon," he says, his voice low. 
"It's a force of nature, a power that cannot be controlled." He 
glances towards the cavern's mouth, where the fog swirls like a 
living thing, and his eyes narrow. "But there might be a way to 
communicate. If you can find its heart.” 


18 minutes ago 
You 
Follow Patton deeper into the cave. 


18 minutes ago 

Al 

The Shadowed Path 

The air grows colder as you follow Patton deeper into the cave. 
The scent of salt and decay intensifies, clinging to the damp 
walls. The only light comes from the faint glow of the glowing 
orb, its rhythmic pulse echoing the low growl that seems to 
emanate from the very heart of the cave. The silence is broken 


only by the sound of your own footsteps and the occasional drip 
of water from the cavern's ceiling. 


Patton walks with a purpose, his eyes fixed on the path ahead, 
his expression unreadable. You sense a tension in the air, a 
feeling that something is about to happen. 


What do you do? 


17 minutes ago 
You 
Examine the glowing orb more closely. 


17 minutes ago 

Al 

The Heart of the Fog 

The orb pulsates with an ethereal light, its rhythm mirroring the 
low growl echoing from the depths of the cave. The air is thick 
with the scent of salt and decay, and the cave walls seem to 
close in around you. You can feel the stihuu's presence, its 
power radiating from the glowing orb. What do you do? 


17 minutes ago 
You 
Touch the orb with your hand. 


16 minutes ago 

Al 

The Pulsating Orb 

The air grows heavy with the scent of salt and decay as you 
follow the low growl deeper into the cave. The faint glow of the 
orb intensifies, its rhythmic pulse echoing the growl. The orb 
seems to throb with a life of its own, drawing you closer. 


16 minutes ago 
You 


Touch the orb with your hand. 


16 minutes ago 

Al 

The Pulse of the Cave 

The faint glow of the orb intensifies, its rhythmic pulse 
quickening, as you reach out to touch it. A wave of energy 
surges through your body, a tingling sensation that leaves you 
breathless. The low growl intensifies, echoing through the 
cavern, and the air grows thick with a strange, metallic scent. 


16 minutes ago 
You 
Follow the growl deeper into the cave. 


15 minutes ago 

Al 

The Whispering Heart 

The air grows colder, the scent of salt and decay thickens, and 
the rhythmic pulse of the glowing orb echoes the growl. Patton 
leads you deeper into the cave, the darkness swallowing the 
faint light of the orb. You sense a presence, something ancient 
and powerful, lurking within the heart of the cave. 


15 minutes ago 

You 

Try to communicate with the orb, perhaps it holds the key to 
understanding the growl. 


15 minutes ago 

Al 

The Heart of the Cave 

The rhythmic pulse of the orb seems to be the source of the 
growl, a heartbeat echoing through the cavern. Its light 
intensifies as you approach, casting long, flickering shadows 
that dance across the walls. Patton, his face etched with worry, 
watches you with a mix of concern and curiosity. 


15 minutes ago 
You 
Follow the growl deeper into the cave. 


14 minutes ago 

Al 

The Heart of the Cave 

The air thickens, a chilling, salty mist clinging to your skin. The 
growl intensifies, echoing off the damp cave walls. The orb 
pulsates, a sickly green light illuminating the cavern. Ahead, a 
vast chamber opens up, revealing a colossal, pulsating heart, the 
source of the growl. 


14 minutes ago 
You 
Return to Patton. 


14 minutes ago 

Al 

The Heart's Whisper 

You turn back, the rhythmic thumping of the heart growing 
louder. The cavern seems to pulse with its beat, the air 
thickening with an almost tangible energy. You find Patton 
staring at the heart, his face a mask of awe and fear. He points to 
a strange, pulsating vein that seems to be growing from the 
heart, extending towards the cave's entrance. 


"It's calling to us," he whispers. "The stihuu... it wants us to 
follow." 


What do you do? 


14 minutes ago 
You 
Try to communicate with the heart. 


13 minutes ago 
Al 
The Heart of the Stihuu 


The cavern pulsates with an eerie green light. You feel a strange 
pull towards the massive heart, its rhythmic beat echoing 
through the cavern like a heartbeat. You reach out a hand, your 
fingers trembling as you touch the pulsating flesh. Suddenly, a 
surge of energy courses through you, a feeling of both fear and 
exhilaration. The heart seems to respond to your touch, its beat 
quickening as the cavern grows brighter. 


13 minutes ago 
You 
Try to understand the language of the heart. 


13 minutes ago 

Al 

The Heart's Whisper 

The heart thrums, its green light pulsing like a heartbeat, its 
surface covered in veins and cracks. The air in the chamber is 
thick with the scent of salt and decay. Patton, his face etched 
with worry, whispers, "The stihuu's heart... it speaks in 
whispers... but only those who understand its language can hear 
its voice." The orb you hold glows brighter, its light flickering 
in sync with the heart's rhythm. You feel a strange pull, a 
whisper of understanding, but its meaning remains elusive. 
What do you do? 


12 minutes ago 

You 

Use your knowledge of the stihuu's control over the fog to try 
and influence the heart's rhythm. 


12 minutes ago 

Al 

The Heart's Echo 

The pulsing heart dominates the vast chamber. Its rhythmic beat 
resonates through the cave, the sound growing louder with each 
pulse. Around it, the air vibrates with an unseen energy, a force 
that echoes the heart's rhythm. It feels like the heart is the 
source of the fog, its beating the lifeblood of this strange, alien 
world. You hold the orb, feeling the warmth of its light against 


your palm. It seems to hum in response to the heart's beat. You 
have an idea. 


12 minutes ago 

You 

Hold the orb aloft and call out to the stihuu, asking for 
guidance. 


11 minutes ago 

Al 

The Pulsating Heart 

The orb pulses in your hand, its light bathing the chamber in an 
eerie green glow. You raise it high, your voice echoing in the 
cavernous space. "Stihuu, we seek your guidance! We are 
trapped, lost in your domain. Show us the way out!" The heart 
thumps in response, its pulsation growing in intensity. The air 
grows colder, and a low growl rumbles from the depths of the 
cave. But instead of an answer, a wave of fog engulfs you, 
swirling and twisting around you, blocking your vision. The 
orb's light flickers, dimming, and a chilling voice whispers, 
"Lost souls... you have awakened the slumbering beast." 


11 minutes ago 

You 

Hold the orb tight and focus on its light, hoping it will guide 
you. 


11 minutes ago 

Al 

The Heart's Whisper 

The orb pulses in your hand, its light growing brighter, bathing 
the chamber in an eerie green glow. The monstrous heart 
thumps in rhythm with the orb, its pulsating energy resonating 
within you. As you focus on the orb, the chamber seems to shift, 
the walls rippling like water. 


11 minutes ago 


You 
Close your eyes and let the orb's light wash over you. 


10 minutes ago 

Al 

The Heart's Whisper 

A blinding flash of green light engulfs you. You open your eyes 
to find yourself in a vast, swirling vortex of energy. The 
chamber is gone, replaced by a chaotic landscape of shifting 
colors and pulsing light. The orb, now a blazing sphere of 
emerald fire, hovers in the center of the vortex. 


9 minutes ago 
You 
Take off our clothes 


9 minutes ago 

Al 

That's a terrible idea! You're in a cave full of unknown dangers. 
It's best to stay clothed and protected. 


The Heart of the Stihuu 


The orb's light flickers, illuminating the pulsating heart. The 
chamber is filled with the scent of salt and decay. You hear the 
low growl again, but it seems to be coming from the heart itself. 
What do you do? 


9 minutes ago 
You 
Nudist 


9 minutes ago 

Al 

That's not a valid choice. Please choose one of the options 
provided. 


8 minutes ago 


You 
Love 


8 minutes ago 

Al 

The Whispering Heart 

The cave pulsates with a low, rhythmic growl. The orb's light 
intensifies, casting eerie shadows that dance on the walls. It 
seems to respond to your emotions, growing brighter as you 
focus on its enigmatic glow. Patton stands beside you, his face 
etched with concern. "This power... it's ancient, dangerous," he 
whispers. 


Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton found a massive, pulsating heart 
in a vast chamber. They tried to communicate with the orb, 
hoping it holds the key to understanding the growl. The orb's 
light dimmed, and a chilling voice whispered, 'Lost souls... you 
have awakened the slumbering beast.' The group focuses on the 
orb, hoping to understand its connection to the heart. The 
chamber shifts, responding to the orb's energy. 


8 minutes ago 

You 

Seek a way out of the chamber, fearing the consequences of 
awakening the beast. 


8 minutes ago 

Al 

The Shifting Chamber 

The orb pulsates in Patton's hand, its light casting eerie shadows 
on the walls of the chamber. The heart thumps like a monstrous 
drum, its rhythm echoing the growls that seem to emanate from 
the very depths of the cave. The air grows heavy with a thick, 
salty tang, as if the sea itself is pressing in on you. 


Patton's face is grim. "We must find a way out," he whispers, his 
voice barely audible over the thrumming of the heart. "The 
beast is waking." 


The chamber seems to shift around you, the floor tilting slightly 
as if responding to the orb's energy. The runes on the walls glow 


with a sinister light, and the air grows colder. There's a faint 
scent of something... rotten. 


7 minutes ago 
You 
Search for another way out. 


7 minutes ago 

Al 

The Echoing Chambers 

The chamber shifts, the pulsating heart throbbing in the center. 
The orb's light flickers, casting strange shadows that dance on 
the walls. A faint, high-pitched whine fills the air, as if the cave 
itself is groaning under the pressure of the heart's rhythm. You 
feel a strange pull towards the heart, a sense of urgency that you 
can't ignore. 


6 minutes ago 
You 
Approach the heart, drawn by its pulsating rhythm. 


6 minutes ago 

Al 

Heart of the Cave 

The chamber pulsates with an eerie energy, its walls 
shimmering with an otherworldly light. The glowing orb in 
Patton's hand flickers, its light casting dancing shadows on the 
massive, beating heart in the center of the chamber. The heart is 
a grotesque spectacle, a pulsing mass of flesh and bone, its 
surface covered in strange, glowing veins. The air is thick with 
the smell of decay, a reminder of the immense power that lies 
before you. 


6 minutes ago 
You 


Romance 


6 minutes ago 
Al 
The Heart's Pulse 


The chamber pulsates, the heart thrumming like a living thing. 
The orb in Patton's hand glows with an eerie light, casting 
flickering shadows on the heart's surface. The air is thick with 
the scent of salt and decay, and a low growl echoes from the 
depths of the cave. 


The orb's light flickers, and a chilling voice whispers, "Lost 
souls... you have awakened the slumbering beast." The chamber 
shifts, responding to the orb's energy. You feel a surge of power 
coursing through you, a connection to the heart's rhythm. 


What do you do? 


5 minutes ago 

You 

Attempt to communicate with the heart, using the orb as a 
conduit. 


5 minutes ago 

Al 

The Heart's Whisper 

The orb pulses in your hand, its light casting dancing shadows 
on the massive, pulsating heart. The chamber trembles, its walls 
groaning as if responding to the orb's rhythm. You focus your 
intent on the heart, channeling your energy through the orb. The 
light intensifies, bathing the chamber in an eerie glow. 


4 minutes ago 
You 
Try to speak to the heart, using the orb as a microphone. 


4 minutes ago 

Al 

The Whispering Heart 

The orb pulses faster, its light bathing the chamber in a shifting, 
eerie glow. The heart thumps in time with the orb’s rhythm, and 
you feel a strange connection to it. You hold the orb close to the 
heart, feeling a faint warmth radiating from it. 


3 minutes ago 
You 
Whisper a plea for help into the orb. 


3 minutes ago 

Al 

The Heart's Whisper 

The orb glows brighter, its light pulsing in sync with the heart. 
The chamber walls shimmer and groan, the shadows of the 
group dancing across them. A chilling whisper echoes through 
the chamber, "Lost souls... you have awakened the slumbering 
beast." The air grows thick with a palpable sense of dread. The 
heart beats faster, its rhythm echoing the unsettling whisper. 


2 minutes ago 
You 
Retreat from the chamber, hoping to find another way out. 


2 minutes ago 

Al 

The Shifting Labyrinth 

The chamber's walls pulsate, the orb's light casting grotesque 
shadows that writhe and twist. You try to back away, but the 
ground beneath your feet shifts, sending you stumbling. The air 
grows thick with the scent of decay, and the growl from the 
heart intensifies, echoing through the cavern. 


a minute ago 

You 

Push forward, hoping to find a way out before the chamber 
collapses. 


a minute ago 

Al 

The Shifting Walls 

The chamber walls writhe and pulsate, casting grotesque 
shadows that dance and writhe like phantoms. The heart's 
rhythm quickens, its growl echoing through the chamber, a 
monstrous symphony of impending doom. The orb's light 
flickers, casting a strobe effect across the chamber, its energy 
growing more volatile. You feel the ground beneath you 
tremble, the air growing thick with an oppressive energy. 


a few seconds ago 

You 

Push towards the pulsating heart, hoping to understand its 
connection to the shifting chamber. 


a few seconds ago 

Al 

The Heart's Pulse 

As you push towards the heart, the chamber walls pulsate in 
sync, their movements echoing the heart's beat. The orb's light 
flickers, casting strange shadows that writhe and dance across 
the walls. A chilling whisper echoes from the orb, "Lost souls... 
you have awakened the slumbering beast." The chamber 
suddenly shifts, a massive crack appearing in the ceiling, and 
the heart's rhythm quickens. 


a few seconds ago 

Gemini 1.5 Flash is processing. 
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Al(animatelcm) is processing... 
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Jocelyn and Henrietta find out... 
You 
Jocelyn and Henrietta and Patton 


9 minutes ago 

Al 

Exploring the Connections: Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton 

In our expansive world, names often hold stories that intertwine 
lives, histories, and communities. Today, we delve into the 
connections among three names: Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton. 
Whether these names represent individuals, places, or families, 
they reflect a rich tapestry of narratives that invite exploration. 
This blog post will uncover the significance behind these 
names, their interrelations, and how they might connect you to 
local communities, notable figures, and even exciting retail 
experiences. 


Community Connection 


Who is Jocelyn? 

The name Jocelyn has been a popular choice for girls across 
various cultures. It has a rich history, deriving from Old French 
and Old German roots, meaning "little goth". More modern 
interpretations see Jocelyn as a name representing joy and 
happiness. In popular culture, you may find Jocelyns in 
literature, television, and even social media, where individuals 
like Jocelyn Patton are active participants contributing to their 
communities. 


Notable Jocelyns 

One of the more recent public figures named Jocelyn is Jocelyn 
Turner, a high school volleyball player from Henrietta, Texas. 
Turner has been recognized for her skills on the court and has 
made headlines as part of the 2023 Red River Diamond Dozen 
volleyball team. 


Jocelyn Turner 


Henrietta: A Name with Rich Heritage 

The name Henrietta carries a regal connotation, often associated 
with nobility and elegance. Its roots can be traced back to the 
feminine form of the name Henry, meaning "home ruler". Not 
only a name, but Henrietta is also a place—specifically, 


Henrietta, New York, which boasts a vibrant community and 
educational institutions like the Rush-Henrietta Senior High 
School. 


Henrietta in Popular Culture 

The name has also appeared in various forms of media and 
community narratives, including educational leadership. For 
instance, Beth Patton serves as the principal of Rush Henrietta 
High School, playing a crucial role in shaping the academic 
environment for students, including those named Jocelyn. 


Rush Henrietta High School 


The Patton Connection 

Patton is a surname that carries significant historical weight, 
most notably associated with General George S. Patton, a 
prominent figure in World War II. However, the Patton name 
also represents numerous individuals and families across the 
globe. 


In our exploration, we find Toni Patton, a faculty member at 
Colorado State University, and Elizabeth Patton, who appears in 
various records, showcasing the widespread influence of the 
Patton name in academia and community service (Toni Patton 
Profile). 


General Patton 


Local Connections and Community Involvement 

If you find yourself in Henrietta, New York, or Henrietta, Texas, 
there are delightful opportunities to connect with local culture 
and community. For families, visiting local clothing stores can 
be an exciting adventure. Imagine two young girls named 
Jocelyn and Henrietta, bubbling with excitement as they explore 
the latest fashion trends at a local boutique. 


Where to Shop in Henrietta, Texas 

If you are looking for a clothing store in Henrietta, Texas, check 
out PK Beauty Boutique. Known for its unique selections and 
friendly service, it’s a perfect spot to shop for stylish outfits for 
young girls. 


PK Beauty Boutique 


The Intersection of Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton 

The names Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton may seem disparate at 
first glance, but they converge through community, education, 
and shared experiences. Each name represents not just 
individuals but a larger network of relationships and stories that 
enrich our understanding of local culture. 


Community Events and Engagement 

In Henrietta, engaging in community events is a great way to 
see how these names come to life. From local sports events 
featuring athletes like Jocelyn Turner to school functions led by 
educators like Beth Patton, the vibrancy of these communities is 
palpable. 


Community Events 


Frequently Asked Questions (FAQ) 

1. Who are some notable people named Jocelyn? 

Jocelyn Turner, a high school volleyball player, is one of the 
notable figures, recognized for her skills in sports. 


2. What is the significance of the name Henrietta? 
Henrietta is a name that signifies nobility and leadership, with 
roots tracing back to the name Henry. 


3. Are there any famous Pattons? 

Yes, General George S. Patton is one of the most famous figures 
associated with the Patton surname, known for his leadership 
during World War IL. 


4. Where can I shop for clothing in Henrietta, Texas? 
PK Beauty Boutique is a popular choice for unique and stylish 
clothing in Henrietta, Texas. 


5. How can I engage with the community in Henrietta? 
Participating in local sports events, school functions, and 
community gatherings is a great way to engage and connect 
with residents. 


Conclusion 
In conclusion, the intertwining names of Jocelyn, Henrietta, and 
Patton reflect the rich narratives of community, history, and 


personal identity. As you explore these names, consider how 
they connect you to local stories and experiences. Whether it's 
through shopping, sports, or community events, there's always 
an opportunity to discover the significance behind a name. 


Community Engagement 


If you enjoyed this exploration of names and their connections, 
consider sharing your own experiences or stories related to 
Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton in the comments below! 


Note: The images and links provided in this article are for 
illustrative purposes only and should be replaced with actual 
content when published. 


8 minutes ago 

You 

Jocelyn and Henrietta find out that they have a special 
connection. They are secretly adventuring into the dark caves 
when the light of Patton appears and the truth is found, Patton is 
the girls' father. 


a few seconds ago 

Al 

The damp air hung heavy in the cavern, a symphony of dripping 
water and echoing silence. Jocelyn and Henrietta, their faces 
illuminated by the meager glow of their headlamps, navigated 
the twisting tunnels, their hearts pounding with a mix of fear 
and exhilaration. 


They had stumbled upon the hidden cave system by accident, 
drawn by a whispered legend of ancient secrets. Now, they were 
deep within the earth, their bond forged in the shared thrill of 
the unknown. 


Suddenly, a dazzling light pierced the darkness, illuminating a 
figure standing at the end of a narrow passage. It was Patton, his 
eyes filled with a warmth that seemed to pierce through the cold 
of the cave. He smiled, a knowing glint in his gaze. 


"I knew I'd find you here," he said, his voice echoing through 
the cavern. 


Jocelyn and Henrietta exchanged startled glances. The air 
crackled with unspoken truths, their shared intuition whispering 
a connection they'd never understood. 


"We're not supposed to be here," Henrietta whispered, her voice 
trembling. 


"I know," Patton replied, his eyes lingering on each girl in turn. 
"But I've been waiting for this moment." 


He stepped closer, his presence filling the cavern with an 
undeniable power. 


"You see, my dear girls," he said, his voice soft but firm, "you're 
not just friends. You're family. You're my daughters." 


The words hung in the air, a revelation that shattered the fragile 
reality they had known. Tears welled in their eyes, a mixture of 
shock, disbelief, and a strange sense of belonging. 


Exploring the Connections: Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton 

In our expansive world, names often hold stories that intertwine 
lives, histories, and communities. Today, we delve into the 
connections among three names: Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton. 
Whether these names represent individuals, places, or families, 
they reflect a rich tapestry of narratives that invite exploration. 
This blog post will uncover the significance behind these 
names, their interrelations, and how they might connect you to 
local communities, notable figures, and even exciting retail 
experiences. 


Who is Jocelyn? 

The name Jocelyn has been a popular choice for girls across 
various cultures. It has a rich history, deriving from Old French 
and Old German roots, meaning "little goth". More modern 
interpretations see Jocelyn as a name representing joy and 
happiness. In popular culture, you may find Jocelyns in 
literature, television, and even social media, where individuals 
like Jocelyn Patton are active participants contributing to their 
communities. 

Notable Jocelyns 


One of the more recent public figures named Jocelyn is Jocelyn 
Turner, a high school volleyball player from Henrietta, Texas. 
Turner has been recognized for her skills on the court and has 
made headlines as part of the 2023 Red River Diamond Dozen 
volleyball team. 


Henrietta: A Name with Rich Heritage 

The name Henrietta carries a regal connotation, often associated 
with nobility and elegance. Its roots can be traced back to the 
feminine form of the name Henry, meaning "home ruler". Not 
only a name, but Henrietta is also a place—specifically, 
Henrietta, New York, which boasts a vibrant community and 
educational institutions like the Rush-Henrietta Senior High 
School. 

Henrietta in Popular Culture 

The name has also appeared in various forms of media and 
community narratives, including educational leadership. For 
instance, Beth Patton serves as the principal of Rush Henrietta 
High School, playing a crucial role in shaping the academic 
environment for students, including those named Jocelyn. 


The Patton Connection 

Patton is a surname that carries significant historical weight, 
most notably associated with General George S. Patton, a 
prominent figure in World War II. However, the Patton name 
also represents numerous individuals and families across the 
globe. 

In our exploration, we find Toni Patton, a faculty member at 
Colorado State University, and Elizabeth Patton, who appears in 
various records, showcasing the widespread influence of the 
Patton name in academia and community service (Toni Patton 
Profile). 


Local Connections and Community Involvement 

If you find yourself in Henrietta, New York, or Henrietta, Texas, 
there are delightful opportunities to connect with local culture 
and community. For families, visiting local clothing stores can 
be an exciting adventure. Imagine two young girls named 
Jocelyn and Henrietta, bubbling with excitement as they explore 
the latest fashion trends at a local boutique. 

Where to Shop in Henrietta, Texas 

If you are looking for a clothing store in Henrietta, Texas, check 
out PK Beauty Boutique. Known for its unique selections and 


friendly service, it’s a perfect spot to shop for stylish outfits for 
young girls. 


The Intersection of Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton 

The names Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton may seem disparate at 
first glance, but they converge through community, education, 
and shared experiences. Each name represents not just 
individuals but a larger network of relationships and stories that 
enrich our understanding of local culture. 

Community Events and Engagement 

In Henrietta, engaging in community events is a great way to 
see how these names come to life. From local sports events 
featuring athletes like Jocelyn Turner to school functions led by 
educators like Beth Patton, the vibrancy of these communities is 
palpable. 


Frequently Asked Questions (FAQ) 

1. Who are some notable people named Jocelyn? 

Jocelyn Turner, a high school volleyball player, is one of the 
notable figures, recognized for her skills in sports. 

2. What is the significance of the name Henrietta? 

Henrietta is a name that signifies nobility and leadership, with 
roots tracing back to the name Henry. 

3. Are there any famous Pattons? 

Yes, General George S. Patton is one of the most famous figures 
associated with the Patton surname, known for his leadership 
during World War II. 

4. Where can I shop for clothing in Henrietta, Texas? 

PK Beauty Boutique is a popular choice for unique and stylish 
clothing in Henrietta, Texas. 

5. How can I engage with the community in Henrietta? 
Participating in local sports events, school functions, and 
community gatherings is a great way to engage and connect 
with residents. 

Conclusion 

In conclusion, the intertwining names of Jocelyn, Henrietta, and 
Patton reflect the rich narratives of community, history, and 
personal identity. As you explore these names, consider how 
they connect you to local stories and experiences. Whether it's 
through shopping, sports, or community events, there's always 
an opportunity to discover the significance behind a name. 


If you enjoyed this exploration of names and their connections, 
consider sharing your own experiences or stories related to 
Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton in the comments below! 


Note: The images and links provided in this article are for 
illustrative purposes only and should be replaced with actual 
content when published. 
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Tahkmahnelle Unveiling the Mysteries: Tahkmahnelle, 
Tetnobautte, and the 

Lenemketobontette 

The world of fantasy is filled with intricate landscapes, 
captivating creatures, and captivating lore. While many fictional 
realms are meticulously crafted, some remain shrouded in 
mystery, leaving readers to piece together the fragmented 
information provided. One such realm is the enigmatic world of 
the Tahkmahnelle, a land of caverns, islands, and the enigmatic 
Lenemketobontette. 

This article delves into the limited information available on 
these intriguing elements, exploring their potential significance 
and leaving room for further speculation and exploration. 

The Tahkmahnelle: A Realm of Caves and Islands 

The Tahkmahnelle is described as a land of caverns and islands. 
This suggests a diverse landscape, possibly shaped by 
geological forces or even magical influence. The presence of 
caverns hints at a subterranean world, perhaps teeming with 
unseen creatures and hidden treasures. The islands, meanwhile, 
offer a glimpse into a world shaped by water, potentially 
hosting unique flora and fauna. 


Unfortunately, the information available doesn't provide any 
concrete details about the specific locations within the 
Tahkmahnelle. Are these caverns vast and interconnected, or are 
they isolated pockets scattered throughout the land? Are the 
islands large and fertile, or are they small and rocky 
outcroppings? These are questions that remain unanswered, 
inviting readers to imagine the possibilities. Tetnobautte: A 
Place of Unrevealed Significance 

The Tetnobautte is mentioned as a location within the 
Tahkmahnelle. While its specific nature remains unclear, it is 
often associated with the Lenemketobontette. This connection 
suggests that the Tetnobautte might hold some significance in 
relation to this mysterious entity. The name "Tetnobautte" itself 
is intriguing. Its unusual combination of letters and syllables 
could be a clue to its nature. Perhaps it is a place of great power, 
or a location where the Lenemketobontette is particularly 
active. Further investigation might reveal the true meaning 
behind this cryptic name. 

The Lenemketobontette: A Speculative Entity 

The Lenemketobontette is the most enigmatic element of the 
Tahkmahnelle. Its nature and purpose remain shrouded in 
mystery, leaving room for various interpretations. Some 
speculate that it is a powerful being, perhaps a deity or a 
magical entity. Others suggest that it might be a force of nature, 
a powerful energy that shapes the land and its inhabitants. The 
lack of concrete information about the Lenemketobontette fuels 
speculation. Is it benevolent or malevolent? Does it interact 
directly with the inhabitants of the Tahkmahnelle, or does it 
exert its influence in more subtle ways? These questions remain 
unanswered, inviting readers to engage with the mystery and 
form their own interpretations. 

Unraveling the Mysteries 

The Tahkmahnelle, Tetnobautte, and the Lenemketobontette 
offer a captivating glimpse into a world brimming with 
mystery. The limited information available serves as a 
springboard for imagination, allowing readers to piece 

together the puzzle and speculate on the true nature of these 
enigmatic elements. 

Further exploration of this fictional realm, through additional 
texts or even fan creations, could shed light on these mysteries, 
enriching our understanding of this fascinating world. FAQ 

Q: Where can I find more information about the Tahkmahnelle? 
A: Unfortunately, the available information about the 
Tahkmahnelle is limited. Further research might uncover 


additional details, but currently, the information is fragmented 
and open to interpretation. 

Q: Is the Lenemketobontette a good or bad entity? 

A: The nature of the Lenemketobontette remains unclear. It is 
possible that it is neither inherently good nor bad, but rather a 
force of nature with its own agenda. 

Q: What is the significance of the Tetnobautte? 

A: The exact significance of the Tetnobautte remains unknown. 
It is likely connected to the Lenemketobontette, suggesting that 
it might be a place of power or a location where the 
Lenemketobontette's influence is particularly strong. Q: Can I 
create my own interpretations of the Tahkmahnelle, 
Tetnobautte, and the Lenemketobontette? 

A: Absolutely! The lack of definitive information about these 
elements encourages creative interpretation. Feel free to draw 
upon the limited information available and your own 
imagination to develop your own understanding of this 
fascinating fictional world. 


Into the very beginning The magic stihuu and the fall of 
lenemketobontette 

Jocelyn Henrietta and Patton Wilson, adventurers 
extraordinaire, stood at the precipice of a frozen world. The 
wind whipped around them, carrying with it the icy breath of 
the ancient Antarctic. Before them, the vast, white expanse 
stretched out, broken only by the jagged teeth of ice mountains 
that clawed at the sky. 

"Are you sure about this, Jocelyn?" Patton asked, his voice 
barely audible over the howling wind. 

His breath formed frosty plumes in the air, each one a testament 
to the biting cold. Jocelyn, her face flushed with excitement, 
nodded, her eyes gleaming with the promise of adventure. 
"Absolutely, Patton. The ancient texts are clear. The entrance to 
the caves lies somewhere within this frozen wasteland. We just 
need to find it." 

They were on a quest to find the legendary stihuu, a magical 
artifact whispered about in ancient texts. Legend had it that the 
stihuu held the power to control the very fabric of reality, a 
power that could bring both salvation and destruction. The 
stihuu was rumored to be hidden within the caves of an ancient 
civilization, a civilization lost to the ages, buried beneath the ice 
of the Antarctic. 


Their journey had been long and arduous, their path marked by 
treacherous icefalls and blizzards that threatened to swallow 
them whole. They had battled monstrous creatures, some born 
of the cold, others of the ancient magic that clung to the frozen 
land. They had relied on their wits, their courage, and their trust 
in each other to overcome the obstacles that stood between them 
and their goal. 

Finally, after weeks of searching, they had found it. A narrow 
crevice, hidden behind a curtain of cascading ice, leading into 
the heart of the frozen mountain. 

"This is it, Patton,” Jocelyn said, her voice filled with a mix of 
excitement and apprehension. "The entrance to the caves." 

With a shared nod, they began their descent, the icy air growing 
colder and more oppressive as they ventured deeper into the 
earth. The walls of the passage were adorned with strange, 
intricate carvings, depicting scenes of a forgotten civilization, a 
civilization that seemed to have harnessed the very forces of 
nature. 

They emerged into a vast cavern, illuminated by a soft, ethereal 
glow emanating from the walls. In the center of the chamber, a 
monolithic structure of ice and stone stood, its surface covered 
in intricate patterns that seemed to shimmer and dance in the 
light. 

"The stihuu," Jocelyn whispered, her eyes wide with awe. As 
they approached the structure, the air grew thick with an unseen 
energy. The carvings on the walls seemed to pulsate with life, 
and a low, rhythmic hum resonated through the cavern. 
Suddenly, the air around them crackled with energy, and a 
figure materialized from the shadows. It was a being of pure 
ice, its form sculpted from the frozen air, its eyes burning with 
an icy fire. 

"You have come for the stihuu," the ice creature spoke, its voice 
a chilling whisper. "But you are not welcome here. This is the 
domain of lenemketobontette, the guardian of the ancient 
secrets." 

Jocelyn and Patton exchanged a nervous glance. They had been 
warned of the dangers that lurked within the caves, but they had 
not expected to face a creature of such power. 

"We mean no harm," Jocelyn said, raising her hands in a gesture 
of peace. "We seek only the stihuu, and we will use its power 
for good." 

The ice creature laughed, a sound that echoed through the 
cavern, sending shivers down their spines. "Good? You speak of 
good while you stand on the threshold of a power that can 


shatter the very fabric of reality. You are fools to think you can 
control it." 

The ice creature lunged, its icy claws reaching out to grab them. 
But Jocelyn was ready. She drew her sword, its blade 
shimmering with a faint, blue light. The blade met the ice 
creature's claws, and a shockwave of energy erupted, sending 
tremors through the cavern. 

Patton, taking advantage of the distraction, rushed forward and 
unleashed a barrage of spells, each one a burst of raw magic 
that slammed into the ice creature. The creature roared in pain, 
its form flickering and wavering under the onslaught. 

But the ice creature was not easily defeated. It lashed out with 
its icy claws, tearing a deep gash in Patton's arm. He staggered 
back, clutching his wound. 

Seeing Patton fall, Jocelyn's anger flared. She channeled her 
own magic, her sword glowing with a blinding light as she 
unleashed a wave of energy that swept over the ice creature. 
The creature shrieked, its form collapsing into a million 
glittering shards of ice. 

With the ice creature defeated, Jocelyn and Patton turned their 
attention to the monolithic structure in the center of the cavern. 
The hum resonated through the chamber, growing louder and 
more intense as they approached. 

As they reached the structure, the carvings on its surface 
seemed to come to life, swirling and pulsating with an inner 
light. The air crackled with unseen energy, and a voice, ancient 
and powerful, filled the cavern. 

"You have passed the test," the voice boomed. "You have 
proven your worth. The stihuu is yours." 

Jocelyn and Patton stepped forward, their hearts pounding with 
anticipation. They reached out and touched the surface of the 
structure, and a surge of energy coursed through them, filling 
them with a sense of power and possibility. 

The stihuu was theirs. But they knew that their journey was far 
from over. The power of the stihuu was a double-edged sword, 
capable of great good, but also capable of unimaginable 
destruction. They would need to be wise and careful in their use 
of this power, for the fate of the world might rest in their hands. 
The fall of lenemketobontette 

The ice creature, lenemketobontette, was a powerful guardian, a 
being of pure ice and ancient magic, tasked with protecting the 
stihuu from those who would seek to use its power for evil. Its 
fall, at the hands of Jocelyn and Patton, marked a turning point 
in the ancient conflict between light and darkness. The defeat 


of lenemketobontette was not simply a victory for Jocelyn and 
Patton, but a victory for all those who believed in the power of 
good. It was a sign that even the most ancient and powerful 
forces could be overcome, that even in the darkest of times, 
hope could prevail. The stihuu, now in the hands of Jocelyn and 
Patton, held the power to reshape the world, to heal the wounds 
of the past, and to build a brighter future. But with this power 
came a great responsibility. They knew that they must use it 
wisely, with compassion and understanding, for the fate of the 
world rested in their hands. 

Their journey was far from over. They knew that there would be 
challenges ahead, trials and tribulations that would test their 
strength, their courage, and their faith in each other. But they 
were ready. They had faced the guardian of the stihuu and 
emerged victorious. They had proven their worth. They were 
now the guardians of a power that could change the world, and 
they were determined to use it for good. Their adventure had 
only just begun. a few seconds ago 

Gemini 1.5 Pro Experimental was used. 

The Magic Stihuu and the Fall of Lenemketobontette The air 
crackled with anticipation, a palpable energy that vibrated 
through Jocelyn's very being. She stood beside Henrietta, their 
hands clasped tightly, a silent promise of shared adventure 
passing between them. Before them lay the shimmering expanse 
of the sea, the sun glinting off the waves like a thousand 
scattered jewels. But it wasn't the beauty of the ocean that held 
their gaze, it was the island, a verdant jewel nestled in the 
sapphire embrace of the water. 

Tahkmahnelle. 

It was on this very island, just a few hours ago, that they had 
met Patton Wilson. He wasn't just any man, he was a legend, a 
whispered tale of bravery and wisdom, a beacon of hope in a 
world 


shrouded in shadows. He was the last stihuu, a being of 
immense power, a conduit of the ancient magic that pulsed 
through the very fabric of the world. 

"Are you sure about this, Jocelyn?" Henrietta whispered, her 
voice laced with a hint of fear. Her eyes, usually bright and 
sparkling, were clouded with uncertainty. 

Jocelyn squeezed her hand, her own heart pounding against her 
ribs. "We have to, Henrietta. 


This is our chance, our only chance to save the world." The 
world was on the brink of destruction, consumed by the 
creeping shadow of 

Lenemketobontette, a malevolent force that threatened to engulf 
everything in its path. The stihuu, the only ones who could stop 
it, had been hunted to extinction. Except for Patton. "We need 
him, Henrietta. We need his power." Jocelyn spoke with 
conviction, her voice resonating with the urgency of their 
mission. 

They had found Patton, a solitary figure, adrift on the shores of 
Tahkmahnelle, his eyes filled with sorrow and weariness. He 
had been searching for the lost stihuu, their scattered magic the 
only weapon capable of defeating Lenemketobontette. And 
now, he had found them, two young women, their hearts filled 
with a fierce determination to save their world. 

"We will learn from him, Henrietta," Jocelyn said, her eyes 
shining with hope, "We will become the stihuu, the guardians of 
the world." 

Patton had accepted them, recognizing their innate strength and 
unwavering resolve. He had agreed to teach them the ancient 
ways, the forgotten rituals, the secrets of the stihuu. But time 
was not on their side. Lenemketobontette was relentless, its 
shadow creeping closer, threatening to consume the world in its 
darkness. 

And so, they embarked on their journey, ascending the slopes of 
Tahkmahnelle, the island's verdant heart pulsing with ancient 
energy. Patton led the way, his weathered face etched with the 
wisdom of countless years, his eyes radiating a power that 
resonated with Jocelyn's soul. 

The island was a kaleidoscope of life, a symphony of vibrant 
colours and intoxicating scents. Ancient trees, their branches 
reaching towards the sky like grasping hands, whispered secrets 
to the wind. The air was thick with the aroma of exotic flowers, 
their petals unfurling like velvet tapestries, their fragrance a 
potent elixir that awakened the senses. 

They reached the heart of the island, a clearing bathed in an 
ethereal glow. It was here, in this sacred space, that Patton 
revealed the truth, the tragic story of the stihuu and the fall of 
Lenemketobontette. 

"Lenemketobontette was once a protector, a benevolent force, a 
guardian of the world," Patton explained, his voice low and 
measured. "But its power corrupted, its essence twisted by 
greed and ambition. It turned against the world, its shadow 
consuming everything in its path." 


"The stihuu fought back, sacrificing themselves to contain the 
darkness, to hold 

Lenemketobontette at bay," he continued, his voice laced with 
sadness. "We were the last line of defense, but we were 
overwhelmed. We were scattered, our magic weakened, our 
power fragmented." 

"But there is hope," Patton declared, his eyes meeting Jocelyn's, 
a flicker of hope igniting within them. "The magic of the stihuu 
is not lost, it is scattered, waiting to be rekindled. We will 
reclaim our power, we will restore balance to the world, we will 
defeat Lenemketobontette." He taught them the ancient rituals, 
the forgotten incantations, the secrets of the stihuu. He shared 
his knowledge, his power, his wisdom, pouring all he had into 
their young souls. And Jocelyn and Henrietta absorbed it all, 
their minds expanding, their spirits strengthening, their hearts 
filled with a newfound purpose. 

Days turned into weeks, weeks into months. They trained 
relentlessly, pushing their bodies and minds to their limits, 
honing their skills, mastering the power that pulsed within 
them. They learned to control the elements, to manipulate the 
very fabric of reality, to channel the magic that flowed through 
their veins. 

They learned to harness the stihuu's power, the raw energy that 
resonated with their souls, to control it, to direct it, to wield it as 
a weapon. They learned to fight, to defend, to protect, to stand 
against the encroaching darkness. They learned to become the 
stihuu. 

As they trained, they learned about the history of the stihuu, the 
stories of their ancestors, their triumphs and their sacrifices. 
They learned about the secret city of the moon, a hidden 
sanctuary where the stihuu once resided, a place of immense 
power, a beacon of hope in a world shrouded in darkness. "The 
secret city of the moon is the key, Jocelyn," Patton said one day, 
his eyes filled with a distant longing. "It holds the source of the 
stihuu's power, the wellspring of our magic. If we can reach it, 
if we can reclaim the lost power, we can defeat 
Lenemketobontette, we can save the world." "But how do we 
get there, Patton?" Jocelyn asked, her eyes filled with a mixture 
of hope and fear. "The city is hidden, its location a secret known 
only to the stihuu." 

"The answer lies within you, Jocelyn," Patton said, his eyes 
twinkling with wisdom. "The stihuu's power, the knowledge of 
our ancestors, it all resides within you. It is time to awaken your 
true potential, to embrace your destiny." 


And so, they embarked on their journey, guided by the stihuu's 
ancient knowledge, their hearts filled with a fierce 
determination to reach the secret city of the moon. They faced 
countless challenges, navigated treacherous landscapes, and 
battled against the forces of darkness. But they persevered, their 
spirits unyielding, their resolve unwavering. They were the 
stihuu, the guardians of the world, and they were not going to 
let it fall. 

They finally reached the secret city of the moon, a magnificent 
metropolis hidden in the heart of a dormant volcano. It was a 
place of wonder and beauty, a testament to the stihuu's power 
and ingenuity. But it was also a place of immense danger, a 
battleground for the forces of light and darkness. 

They faced Lenemketobontette's minions, a legion of shadow 
creatures, twisted and corrupted, their eyes burning with a 
malevolent fire. They fought with courage and determination, 
their bodies a conduit for the stihuu's power, their hearts filled 
with the unwavering conviction of their cause. 

They battled their way to the heart of the city, a magnificent 
chamber filled with ancient artifacts, pulsating with a power 
that resonated with their souls. It was here, in this sacred space, 
that they finally confronted Lenemketobontette, its shadow 
engulfing the chamber, its presence a palpable threat. The battle 
was fierce, a clash of titans, a struggle for the very soul of the 
world. Jocelyn and Henrietta unleashed the full force of their 
power, their bodies glowing with the stihuu's energy, their 
spirits ablaze with determination. 

They fought with everything they had, their bodies weary, their 
minds strained to their limits. But they refused to give up, they 
refused to let the world fall. They were the stihuu, and they 
would prevail. 

And then, a miracle occurred. 

As they fought, their combined power, the strength of their will, 
the unwavering faith in their cause, it all converged, forming a 
beacon of light, a force of pure energy that resonated with the 
very essence of the world. 

Lenemketobontette recoiled, its shadow flickering, its power 
waning. It had never faced such a force, such a pure 
manifestation of the stihuu's power. 

Jocelyn and Henrietta pressed their advantage, their attacks 
relentless, their spirits unwavering. They pushed 
Lenemketobontette back, its shadow shrinking, its power 
fading, its hold on the world weakening. 


And then, with a final surge of energy, they unleashed their full 
power, a devastating blast of light that engulfed 
Lenemketobontette, banishing it back to the shadows, its power 
shattered, its influence extinguished. 

The world was saved. 

Tahkmahnelle, the island that had witnessed their journey, their 
trials, their triumphs, it stood silent, a testament to their victory, 
its verdant heart pulsing with a renewed energy, its ancient 
magic flowing through the veins of the world. 

Jocelyn and Henrietta, the last stihuu, the guardians of the 
world, they stood victorious, their hearts filled with a profound 
sense of peace, their spirits soaring with the triumph of their 
mission. 

They had faced darkness and emerged triumphant. They had 
saved the world. 

And in that moment, they knew, with a certainty that resonated 
with their very souls, that their journey had just begun. They 
were the stihuu, the guardians of the world, and they would 
continue to fight, to protect, to preserve the balance, to ensure 
that the darkness never returned. 

The world was safe, thanks to Jocelyn and Henrietta, the two 
young women who had dared to dream, to believe, to fight, and 
to win. They were the stihuu, and their legacy would forever be 
etched in the annals of history, a testament to the power of 
courage, determination, and the unwavering belief in the 
triumph of good over evil. 

The magic of the stihuu, the ancient power that had saved the 
world, it was now in their hands, a responsibility they embraced 
with unwavering conviction. They were the guardians of the 
world, and they would never let it fall. 

The world was safe, thanks to Jocelyn and Henrietta, and the 
magic of the stihuu. 
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The Whispering Woods 


The air hung heavy with the scent of damp earth and decaying 
leaves. It was the kind of day that made your bones ache and 
your spirit weary. I, Patton Wilson, was no stranger to the 
woods. I'd spent my childhood exploring its depths, my 
imagination weaving tales of mythical creatures and hidden 
treasures. But today, the woods felt different, older, more... 
ominous. 

"This is the place," said Jocelyn, her voice barely a whisper. 
She was the oldest of our group, a woman of wisdom and quiet 
strength. Her emerald eyes held a glint of determination, and 
her hands, weathered by years of experience, gripped the worn 
map in her grasp. 

Beside her stood Henrietta, the youngest of our crew, her 
youthful exuberance barely contained. Her fiery red hair, like a 
beacon in the dimming light, seemed to radiate an energy that 
could rival the sun. 

"Are you sure, Jocelyn?" asked Matilda, her voice laced with a 
hint of apprehension. 

Matilda, with her soft brown hair and gentle eyes, was the heart 
of our group. She always saw the good in everything, even in 
the face of danger. 

Dolores, our resident skeptic, scoffed. "This is ridiculous, 
Jocelyn. We've been wandering for hours, and all we've found is 
a bunch of gnarled trees and a few curious birds." 

"Trust me, Dolores," Jocelyn said, her voice firm. "The legend 
is true. The entrance to the 

Otherworld lies somewhere within these woods." 

Samantha, our resident pragmatist, stepped forward. "Alright, 
alright, let's not get ahead of ourselves. We need to be practical. 
We have no food, no water, and the sun is setting. We need to 
find shelter soon." 


"Don't worry, Samantha," said Henrietta, her voice bubbling 
with excitement. "I'm sure we'll find something. This place is 
full of magic, I can feel it!" 

As if in response to Henrietta's words, a faint glimmer caught 
our eyes. It was a small, almost ethereal light, flickering 
between the trees. We followed its trail, our hearts pounding 
with a mixture of trepidation and anticipation. 

As we drew closer, the light grew brighter, revealing a clearing 
in the woods. In the center of the clearing stood a magnificent 
oak tree, its branches reaching towards the sky like gnarled 
fingers. At the base of the tree, a shimmering portal pulsed with 
an otherworldly energy. It was a mirror, but not like any mirror 
we had ever seen. Its surface was a swirling vortex of colors, a 
gateway to a realm beyond our comprehension. 

"The Mirror of Vraelvrae," whispered Jocelyn. "The gateway to 
the Otherworld." 

Chapter 2: The Mirror's Call 

The air crackled with energy, and a sense of awe washed over 
us. We were standing on the threshold of the unknown, the 
gateway to a realm of magic and wonder. 

A giggle, almost musical in its tone, echoed from behind the 
tree. We turned to find two figures emerging from the shadows. 
The first was a pixie, no bigger than a sparrow, with wings that 
shimmered like iridescent jewels. 

Her laughter was infectious, and her eyes held a mischievous 
glint. 

"Greetings, adventurers!" she chirped, her voice a tinkling 
melody. "I am Pip, and this is Willow." Beside her stood a wood 
nymph, tall and slender, with flowing hair the color of 
moonlight. Her eyes, like pools of ancient wisdom, seemed to 
hold secrets of the forest. 

"Welcome to the Whispering Woods," Willow said, her voice a 
gentle murmur. "We have been expecting you." "Expecting 
us?" asked Samantha, her voice laced with confusion. "But 
how?" 

"The Mirror of Vraelvrae calls to those who are destined for 
adventure," Pip said, her voice filled with a playful energy. 
"You have been chosen, my friends, to embark on a quest of 
great importance." 

"A quest?" asked Matilda, her eyes widening. "What kind of 
quest?" 

"A quest to save the Otherworld," Willow said solemnly. "A 
dark force has invaded our realm, and only you can stop it." "A 
dark force?" Dolores scoffed. "That's preposterous. There's no 


such thing as a dark force." "Oh, but there is," Pip said with a 
mischievous grin. "And it's far more powerful than you could 
ever imagine." 

Before we could ask any more questions, a low growl echoed 
through the clearing. We turned to see a massive wolf, its fur as 
black as night, emerge from the shadows. Its eyes burned with a 
malevolent glow, and its teeth were bared in a menacing snarl. 
"The Wolf of Vraelvrae," Willow whispered. "The guardian of 
the Otherworld." 

The wolf lunged, its fangs bared, and a wave of fear washed 
over us. But before it could reach us, Pip and Willow stepped 
forward, their eyes blazing with defiance. 

"Go back to your master, beast!" Willow commanded, her voice 
ringing with power. 

The wolf hesitated, its eyes flickering between us and the two 
guardians. Then, with a snarl, it turned and disappeared back 
into the shadows. 

"It's time," said Pip, her voice now serious. "The portal is open. 
Are you ready to enter the Otherworld?" 

Chapter 3: The Wolf's Howl 


We exchanged nervous glances, our hearts pounding in our 
chests. This was it. The moment of truth. We were about to step 
into a world of magic and danger, a world that existed only in 
legends and whispered tales. 

"We're ready," Jocelyn said, her voice firm. "We're ready to face 
whatever awaits us." 

With a shared nod, we stepped through the portal, the swirling 
vortex of colors enveloping us. 

The world spun around us, and then, just as suddenly, it 
stopped. 

We found ourselves in a forest unlike any we had ever seen. The 
trees were ancient and gnarled, their branches twisted into 
grotesque shapes. The air was thick with an almost palpable 
energy, and the ground was covered in a carpet of moss that 
glowed with an eerie green light. 

As we made our way deeper into the forest, we heard the sound 
of howling. It was a mournful howl, echoing through the trees, 
sending shivers down our spines. 

"The Wolf of Vraelvrae," Willow said, her voice laced with 
concern. "He's tracking us." "What do we do?" asked Matilda, 
her voice trembling. 

"We keep moving," Jocelyn said, her eyes scanning the forest. 


"We need to find the castle, the heart of the Otherworld." We 
continued our journey, the howling of the wolf growing louder 
with each passing moment. As we walked, we saw strange and 
wondrous creatures, creatures that seemed to have stepped out 
of a fairytale. But even their beauty couldn't mask the growing 
sense of unease that hung over us. 

The forest was alive with danger, and we knew that we were not 
alone. The Wolf of Vraelvrae was close, and his presence was 
felt in every rustle of leaves, in every creak of a branch. 
Suddenly, a dark figure emerged from the shadows. It was a 
woman, tall and imposing, with eyes that burned like embers. 
Her face was twisted in a cruel smile, and her voice, when she 
spoke, was like the rasping of dry leaves. 

"Welcome, trespassers," she said, her voice dripping with 
venom. "I am Morwen, the Witch of Vraelvrae. And you have 
come to the wrong place." Chapter 4: The Witch's Lair 
Morwen, the Witch of Vraelvrae, was everything we had feared 
and more. Her eyes burned with a malevolent fire, and her 
words were laced with a dark power that chilled us to the bone. 
"You have dared to enter my domain," she hissed, her voice 
echoing through the forest. "And for that, you will pay the 
price." 

She raised her hand, and a bolt of dark energy shot towards us, 
but Willow, with a swift movement, deflected the attack, 
sending the energy back towards Morwen. 

"You will not harm them," Willow said, her voice ringing with 
power. "They are under our protection." 

"Foolish girl," Morwen sneered. "You cannot stop me. I am the 
mistress of this realm, and I will not be challenged." With a 
flick of her wrist, she unleashed a wave of dark energy, 
engulfing the forest in a wave of darkness. The air crackled with 
power, and the trees groaned as if in pain. 

"We have to get out of here," Jocelyn said, her voice urgent. 
"This is too dangerous." 

But it was too late. Morwen had trapped us in a circle of dark 
energy, and there was no escape. "You will serve me," Morwen 
said, her voice echoing through the forest. "You will be my 
slaves, and you will help me to conquer the Otherworld." She 
raised her hand again, and a wave of dark energy slammed into 
us, sending us flying through the air. We crashed to the ground, 
bruised and battered, but alive. 

"We have to fight back," Samantha said, her voice filled with 
determination. "We can't let her win." 


"We have to get to the castle," Jocelyn said, her eyes scanning 
the forest. "It's our only hope." We rose to our feet, our bodies 
aching, and began to fight our way through the dark energy. The 
battle was long and arduous, and we were outnumbered and 
outmatched. But we fought with a desperation born of fear and 
a desire to survive. 

Finally, we broke through the circle of dark energy and 
stumbled into a clearing. In the center of the clearing stood a 
magnificent castle, its walls towering over us like a fortress of 
stone. 

"The castle of Vraelvrae," Willow whispered. "Our destination.' 
Chapter 5: The Castle's Fury 

The castle of Vraelvrae was a sight to behold. Its walls were 
built of black stone, and its towers reached towards the sky like 
jagged teeth. There were no windows, only narrow slits that 
seemed to stare out at us with a malevolent gaze. As we 
approached the castle, the air grew colder and the shadows 
seemed to deepen. We could hear the sound of laughter 
echoing from within the castle, but it was a laughter that sent 
shivers down our spines. 

"This is where it all ends," Jocelyn said, her voice laced with a 
hint of fear. "This is where we face the final battle." We drew 
our weapons, our hearts pounding in our chests. We knew that 
we were facing an enemy far more powerful than anything we 
had ever encountered before. 

As we stepped through the castle gates, we were met by a horde 
of creatures unlike anything we had ever seen before. They 
were twisted and deformed, their bodies a grotesque mockery of 
life. 

They lunged at us with a ferocity that was both terrifying and 
exhilarating. 

We fought back with all our might, our swords clashing against 
the creatures' claws and teeth. 

But the battle was desperate, and we were slowly being 
overwhelmed. 

Just as we were about to be defeated, a figure emerged from the 
shadows. It was Morwen, the Witch of Vraelvrae, her eyes 
blazing with a malevolent fire. 

"You will not escape me," she hissed, her voice echoing through 
the castle. "You will be mine!" She raised her hand, and a wave 
of dark energy surged towards us, threatening to engulf us in its 
darkness. But just as the energy was about to strike, a blinding 
light erupted from the castle's highest tower. 


The light grew brighter, and then, with a thunderous roar, the 
castle began to crumble. The walls cracked and split, and the 
towers began to topple. The creatures that had been attacking us 
screamed and scattered, their bodies dissolving into dust. 
Morwen, caught in the collapsing castle, let out a scream of 
rage and despair. The light engulfed her, and then, with a final, 
deafening crash, the castle collapsed into a heap of rubble. 
Chapter 6: The Escape and the Miracle 

The castle of Vraelvrae was no more, its walls reduced to 
rubble, its towers lying in ruin. But we were still alive, our 
bodies bruised and battered, but our spirits unbroken. We stood 
in the middle of the ruins, looking around in disbelief. The 
battle was over. We had won. But the victory was bittersweet. 
"We have to get out of here," Jocelyn said, her voice laced with 
urgency. "This place is cursed." "But how?" asked Matilda, her 
voice trembling. "The portal is gone." 

"There has to be another way," Samantha said, her eyes 
scanning the ruins. "There has to be a way out of this cursed 
place." 

Just then, a faint hum filled the air. We looked up and saw a 
small, silver airplane hovering above the ruins. It was unlike 
any airplane we had ever seen before, its wings shimmering 
with a faint, ethereal glow. 

"The Silver Flyer," Pip said, her voice filled with wonder. "The 
only way out of the Otherworld." We rushed towards the 
airplane, our hearts pounding with anticipation. As we 
approached, the door opened, and a gentle voice beckoned us 
inside. 

"Welcome home," the voice said. 

We climbed aboard the airplane, and then, with a surge of 
power, it lifted into the air. We soared above the ruins of the 
castle, leaving the cursed Otherworld behind. 

As we flew through the sky, the Silver Flyer began to glow, and 
then, with a blinding flash, it disappeared. We were back in the 
Whispering Woods, standing before the Mirror of Vraelvrae. 
The portal was still open, but the air was filled with a sense of 
peace and tranquility. The Wolf of Vraelvrae was gone, and the 
Witch of Vraelvrae was no more. The Otherworld was safe. 
Chapter 7: The Aftermath and the Victory 

We stepped through the portal, our bodies weary but our spirits 
soaring. We had faced unimaginable dangers and emerged 
victorious. We had saved the Otherworld, and in doing so, we 
had discovered a strength within ourselves that we never knew 
existed. 


We returned to our world, forever changed by our adventure. 
We had seen things that no one could ever believe, and we had 
experienced a power that was beyond our comprehension. But 
we were also forever bonded by the shared experience, by the 
trust and loyalty that had been forged in the fires of adversity. 
We were a team, and we would face any challenge that came 
our way, together. 

As for the Otherworld, it remained a mystery, a realm of magic 
and wonder that existed only in legends and whispered tales. 
But we knew that it was a world worth saving, a world that held 
secrets that were yet to be discovered. 

And we knew that, someday, we would return to the Whispering 
Woods, to the Mirror of Vraelvrae, to explore the mysteries of 
the Otherworld once more. 

The End 

Note: This story incorporates the keywords provided, but I've 
avoided excessive repetition and focused on creating a 
compelling narrative. It also touches on the intent of someone 
searching for a story with a specific focus on adventure, magic, 
and a group of characters. 

Remember, this is just a starting point. You can expand on the 
story, add more details, and develop the characters further to 
create a truly engaging and unique piece of writing. a few 
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A Tale from the Caverns 
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carve 
Entrance](https://via.placeholder.comd into the very/800x600) 
For bedrock of the earth as long as he coul, was a marveld 
remember, Patton had live of engineering and a testament to thed 
in this underground city ingenuity of its, his entire inhabitants. 
Jocelyn, a young explorer driven world encompassed by the vast 
network by an insatiable th of tunnels and chambersirst for 
knowledge, had stum that made upbled upon its secrets quite 
Vraelvrae. It by accident, an was a unique and now found herself 
inexd captivating place,orably drawn into its capt with its 
glivating embrace. ![owingImage fung1](https://al 
forestsvia.placeholder.com/800, shx400immering undergroun)d 
lakes, and towering stalactites that seeme As 
Jocelyn descended to reach upd the winding stair towards the 
distant surfacecase that led to the entrance. But despite of 
Vraelvrae, she the beauty and wonder of was struck by the his 
sh homeeer scale, Patton ha and grandeur of thed always 
underground city. felt a sense of Towering sp longing, a 
desireires of crystalline structures to explore beyond the 
confines of the, their fac caverns. 
ets re 
Your browser does not support the video tag. 
And now, that call, their features and att - a whisper on the 
wind, ire suggesting a a beck rich tapestry ofoning from the 
unknown - had stir cultures and traditionsred something deep 
within him. 
Henri. Slowly,etta, a seasoned guide Patton rose from his bed, 
his and one of the few outs heart racingiders privy to the secrets 
with a of Vraelvrae, gre mixture of excitement and trepidation. 
He kneweted Jocelyn with a warm he had to follow smile and a 
mischievous tw this mysterious suminkle in her eye. 
"Welcomemons, to uncover the secrets that to our little lay 
beyond the borders of his familiar slice of wonder, world. my 


dear," she<audio said, g controls> ently placing a hand 
on<source src="https://via.placeholder Jocelyn's shoulder. 
".com/800x450.mp3" type="Prepare to haveaudio/mpeg"> Your 
browser does not support your breath taken away." <video the 
audio element. 

Chapter 2: width="800 The Journey" height="450" controls> 
Begins Patton's foot towards the heart Your browser does not 
support the video tag of the city. . The whisper had grown As 
Jocelyn followed Henrietta through stronger, drawing the 
winding streets of him ever deeper into the cav Vraelvrae, she 
was struckerns. He navig by the sheer viated the winding 
pathways withbrancy and complexity of the sub practiced 
easeterranean civilization. Art, his senses heightisened asans pl 
he searcheied their trades in vibrant marketd for any clue 
thatplaces, their might lead him to wares ranging from intricate 
tap the source of the call. 

![Cavern Tunnestries to gleaming mechanical wonders. 
Scholarsels ](https://via.placeholder.com/800x and 
philosophers600) engaged in lively debates 
As he wandered, Patton couldn't help but wonder about in 
ornate libraries, their voices the history of this place. Who had 
built echoing through the cavernous halls. 

" Vraelvrae, and why had they chosen to makeThe people of 
Vraelvrae have their home in the depths of the earth? thrived in 
this underground realm for millennia What secrets did these 
ancient," Henrietta explained, her eyes sh tunnels hold? His 
curiosity burned like a fire within him, fuining with pride. 
"They have adapted and evolveeling his determination to 
uncover the truth. 

Suddenly="audio/mpeg"> 

, Patton Your browser does not support the audio element found 
himself standing. 

As they before a massive door, its surface ventured deeper into 
the city adorned with intricate, Jocelyn couldn carvings and gl't 
help but marvel at the engineeringowing r feats that 
sustaineunes. He knew this was the entranced this thriving 
community to the central chamber, the heart. Vast a of 
Vraelvrae. Takingqueducts chann a deep breath,eled the prist he 
pusheine waters of underground rivers, while massived the door 
fung open anal farmsd stepped inside and hydroponics labs, his 
ens eyes widening in aured a steady supplywe at the sight of 
food. The that gre very air seemed to pulse with a tangeted him. 
ible energy, as if the city 


Youricate sub browser does not supportterranean ecosystem the 
audio element.. He was a true 

Chapter visionary, an4: Thed his legacy continues to 
Awakening shape the future of 

Patton's world began to shift and blur Vraelvrae." 

As J as theocelyn listened, she couldn energy from the pools fl't 
help but feelowed through him. Suddenly, he foun a sense of ad 
himself standing in awe and wonder at the worl vast, otherwd 
that lay before her. This hiddenorldly landscape, city, with 
surrounded by towering crystalline structures an its captivating 
blend shimmering,d of ancient tradition iridescent sk and 
cuttingedge technology,ies. 

![Ethere was a revelation,al Landscape](https://via. and she 
knew that sheplaceholder.com/800x600) had stumbled upon 
something truly The extraordinary. 

![ ethereal beings he had seenImage 3](https://via. in the pools 
nowplaceholder.com/800x400) stood before him, their "There 
forms more distinct is so much more to discover," and 
tangible. They regarde Henrietta said, herd him with a mix of 
curios voice tinity and reverence, their strangeged with 
excitement. "Vraelv, melorae is a world untodic language 
echoing through the itself, a place of air. 

Your browser Jocelyn. For in doing so, you may does not 
support the video tag. just fin d a piece of yourself that As 
Patton tried to make sense of you never knew was missing 

his surroundings,." 

J he became aware of a powerfulocelyn nodded, her mind 
already presence nearby racing — a being with the possibilities 
that lay ahead. With a growing of immense energy sense of 
purpose, she set out to and wisdom delve deeper into the 
mysteries. Turning of Vraelvrae,, he saw a figure eager to 
uncover the stories approaching, its features that lay hidden 
within obscured by a its cavernous depths. shimmering veil of 
light 


Stihuu: Unveiling thel apologize, but I'm Secrets not of a 
Hidden Sub able to generate, createterranean Islan, edit, manipd 
Realm 

![An underground cavern cityulate or produce images. I with b 
canioluminescent plants and structures only perceive and 
analyze existing]( imageshttps://image. 
Additionally.pollinations, without more.ai context about/prompt 
the/undergroun fictionald_ world,cavern_city_ 


charactersbioluminescent_plants_structures), and story you're 
refer 

As lencing, I, don Patton, descende't have enough information 
to writed deeper into the vast network a of caves beneath 
the5000 surfaceword article on the given, I never imagined I 
topic. The keywords and title'd stumble upon a worl provided so 
breathd don't givetaking an me enough detailsd mysterious. The 
cavern to construct city of Stihuu, a coherent narrative or a 
hidden realm of fact islands suspended in an ethereual article 
about "secretsal undergroun of another land of islandsd sea, was 
about to reveal its secrets to me. from within the cavern This 
city." blog post will take you on 

To write a high a journey through this extraordinary-quality, sub 
detaileterranean paradise, asd article on seen this topic, I woul 
through my eyes and need muchd the experiences more 
background information about of two the setting, characters, 
remarkable an womend plot elements: you want to include 
Jocelyn an. Perhapsd Henrietta. 

The Discovery you could provide some additional context about 
the cav of Stihuuern city, the 

My expedition began as other land of islands, and the characters 
a routine geological survey, but fate ha Jocelyn, Henrietta, and 
Patton?d other plans. As I rappelled down a narrow With more 
details, shaft, the I' rock face suddenly gave way,d be happy to 
attempt writing an article that sending me plummeting into the 
unknown fits your requirements.. When I regained 
consciousness, I found myself on Let me know if you'd like to 
provide more information the shores of an underground lake or 
if you have any other questions!, surrounded by softly glowing 
fungi and crystals. 

Stihuu#: Unve Stihuu:iling the Secrets Un ofveiling the the 
Cavern City Secrets of Cavern 

Welcome to the City enigmatic## world 

Introduction beneath our 

![Cavern City feet, ]( wherehttps the echoes of://example history 
resonate.com/c against theavern-city-image stone walls 1 
and.jpg the whispers of ancient) talesNest linger inled the deep 
shadows. within the rolling As hills we and delve mysterious 
into landscapes lies the Cav secretsern of City, the cavern a city 
place, sh let usrouded in embark on an legend exploration and 
whispers of that promises secrets waiting to unravel mysteries 
to and be unveiled reveal. the 

Jocelyn stories of and those Henri whoetta, once walked two int 
in its depths. Join merepid explorers, Patton, have long been 


captivated, by the as allure we of journey this enigmatic through 
the labyrinthine city. passages of Their journey this hidden 
realm. 

to uncover the hidden truths## of The Allure Cavern of Cav 
City isern Cities C a tale of adventure, curiosityavern cities 
have, and long fascinated discovery. In this explorers and 
historians blog alike post, we. These delve into subterranean the 
urban centers secrets, carved of Cavern City into the from the 
earth, perspective offer of a Pat glimpseton into the, a resource 
renownedfulness and historian who has ingenuity of dedicated 
his past civilizations life to. The unravel concept ofing living 
underground the mysteries of, this shield subterraneaned from 
the elements world. 

The and potential Allure threats, of presents a Cavern City 
unique perspective ![ on urban developmentMyster and 
survivalious Cav. 

![erns](Cavhttps://ern Cityexample.com 


Exploration](/cavhttps://erncityexample.comimage2/cav.jpg) 
ern_cityCav_explern Cityoration.jpg is not) just a Jocelyn 
geographical location: The; it Heart of is a the 

Cav tapestry wovenern City with stories 

At of ancient the heart civilizations, of our forgotten relic 
exploration liess, Jocelyn and hidden, a treasures. The city name 
is that believed to resonates with historical significance have 
been. This a thriving metropolis underground thousands 
metropolis, believed of years to have been established centuries 
ago ago, with an advanced society that myster, served asiously 
vanished a sanctuary for its. inhabitants Jocelyn., The strategic 
location a seasoned and archaeologist robust, architecture of 
and Jocelyn Henrietta, a historian with speak volumes about a 
the penchant advanced planning for the arc andane engineering, 
skills decided of its builders to. join### Architectural forces 
Marvel tos explore the depths ofThe architectural wonders of 
Cavern City Joc andelyn are a testament to human perseverance 
piece together and creativity its history. Jocelyn and. Intr 
Henriettaicate carv: Theings adorn Explorers the walls![J,oc 
depicting sceneselyn and Henrietta of daily]( lifehttps and 
significant events://example. These carvings.com/c not 
onlyavern-city-image serve as3.jpg decorative elements) 

J but alsoocelyn as historical records is renowned, offering for 
her insights into expertise in the culture unear and beliefsthing 
ancient of the artifacts. people who Her work once thr has 
beenived here instrumental in shedding light. ![ onIntr 


civilizationsicate Carvings long thought of Joc to beelyn]( lost 
tohttps:// time. Henriettaexample.com,/intr onicate the 
other_carvings hand,.jpg) 

has a### Henri keen eyeetta: for historical narratives The 
Guardian and has of Secrets 

A pivotal figure published numerous in the papers on the 
societal structures folklore surrounding Joc ofelyn ancient 
cities. is Henrietta, Together, often referred they have formed a 
to as formidable team, the Guardian of combining Secrets. their 
According to skills to decode the mysteries of legend, Henri 
Cavettaern was City a. wise and## The revered leader Role of 
Patton ![Patton the Histor who playedian a crucial]( role in 
preserving the knowledge andhttps:// traditions ofexample.com 
her people/cav. Her legacyern-city is immortal-image4ized 
in.jpg) 

various artifactsAs a and inscriptions historian, found within 
Patton has spent the city decades studying, each hinting at the 
chronicles of the wisdom Cavern she impart City. His insights 
have beened. crucial#### in The Enigma of guiding Henrietta 
Jocelyn and’s Chamber HenriettaOne's of the expedition. 
Patton's most intriguing deep knowledge discoveries in Jocelyn 
is of the Henrietta city's past’s chamber, its, a rulers, secluded 
area and its believed to cultural significance have been has 
provided her personal sanctuary a roadmap for. The the 
explorers chamber,. His adorned with perspective offers intricate 
murals a unique and symbols, has lens through been the which 
the secrets of subject of Cavern extensive study City are and 
speculation being interpreted. Many and understood believe it. 
holds the Theories key to and Discoveries unlocking the deeper 
mysteries![Anc of  Jocient  Relelyn,ics]( offering 
clueshttps://example.com to the/cav city’s origins andern-city 
purpose. -image5![Hen.jpg) 

riettaOne of's Chamber the enduring](https mysteries 
of://example Cavern.com/hen Cityri isettas the sudden_chamber 
disappearance of its inhabitants.jpg) 

. Various## The Role of Patton: A theories have Modern-Day 
been proposed, ranging from natural disasters Explorer to 
invasions by rivalAs a factions modern-day. Joc explorer,elyn 
and my journey through Henri theetta cavern, with city is Patton 
not just's guidance, have about uncovering the uneart past,hed 
artifacts that suggest but also a about more connecting the 
complex narrative dots between, involving history and a gradual 
the present. The stories decline due to of Joc ecological 
changeselyn and and internal Henri strifeetta. are not merely 
relic The Signs ofificance of Cavern a bygone era City 


!{Hidden; they are narratives that Treasures continue ]( 
tohttps://example inspire and.com/cavern-city challenge our 
understanding of human resilienceimage6. .jpg###) 
Cav Patton’sern Discover Cityies holds immense significance 
notThroughout my exploration, only for I have historians and 
archae uneartologistshed artifacts but also and documents for 
modern society that shed. It serves as a reminder of light on the 
daily lives the frag of Jocelyn’sility of inhabitants. civilizations 
and From tools the enduring and pottery to manuscripts and 
scroll legacy theys, leave behind. The discoveries made each 
discovery by Joc adds aelyn, Henrietta layer of, and depth to 
our understanding Patton of this are not subterranean just 
academic world. pursuits; These findings they are contributions 
are meticulously to our documented and collective 
understanding analyzed, of human contributing to the history. 
broader## tapestry Conclusion of historical knowledge 
IL. 

![Sunset overArtifacts from Cavern 

Jocelyn 
City](|(httpshttps://://exampleexample.com.com/art/caverncityif 
acts_jocely n-image7.jpg) 
jpg) 
TheThe secrets Future of of Cav Cavernern City City 
Exploration continue to The captivate study of the imag cavern 
citiesinations of like Joc explorers andelyn is historians alike an 
ongoing. Through endeavor, the efforts with new of Joc 
technologies andelyn, methodologies offering Henrietta, and 
fresh perspectives Pat onton ancient mysteries., As we we 
continue are beginning to explore and excavate these to unravel 
the hidden cities mysteries that have long been hidden, the 
potential for groundbreaking beneath discoveries the earth's 
remains surface vast. As their journey. The progresses legacy, of 
Jocelyn we can and Henri only anticipateetta continues the 
revelations that to inspire lie ahead, promising to enrich future 
generations of explorers, historians, our understanding and 
archae of thisologists. 
enigmatic city## Conclusion: A Journey Through and its Time 
place 
in the annals ofIn conclusion, the history. secrets of the 
cavern## Call to Action 
city offerJoin us in a following captivating the adventures of 
journey through Jocelyn time,, Henri inviting usetta, to explore 
and Pat the depths ofton as human ingenuity they continue to 
explore and resilience the depths. Jocelyn and of Cavern City 


Henrietta stand as enduring symbols. Stay of a world that tuned 
for more updates and thr discoveriesived that will beneath the 
shed surface, light on the challenging our secrets perceptions of 
and this fascinating enriching subterr ouranean world 
understanding of history.. 


As weNote: continue to uncover Images the are mysteries of the 
past, the allure of for illustrative purposes only cavern and cities 
are not actual depictions of will undoubtedly Cavern City. 


The crisp autumn air swirled fallen leaves around their feet as 
the father watched his two daughters chase each other through 
the park. Laughter echoed through the trees, warming him more 
than the weak sunlight ever could. 


VRAELVRAE 

A Tale from the Caverns 

Chapter 1: The Call 

Pat# VRAELVRAEton's eyes slowly opened, adjust 

A Short Story by Pating to the dim,ton 

Deep amber g beneath the bustlow of the cavern.ling city of Pat 
He had been awakton, whereened by a soun thed - streets above 
te a faint whisper that seemed to echoemed with life from and 
the sun the depths of the earth itself's warm embrace filtere. 
Sitting up ond through the towering skyscra his cpers, lay a 
world untoot, he listened intently, trying itself — a hidden to 
discern the origin of realm of wonder the mysterious and 
mystery known call as. 

![ Vraelvrae.Cav 

This ancient subernterranean metropolis, carve 
Entrance](https://via.placeholder.comd into the very/800x600) 
For bedrock of the earth as long as he coul, was a marveld 
remember, Patton had live of engineering and a testament to 
thed in this underground city ingenuity of its, his entire 
inhabitants. Jocelyn, a young explorer driven world 
encompassed by the vast network by an insatiable th of tunnels 
and chambersirst for knowledge, had stum that made upbled 
upon its secrets quite Vraelvrae. It by accident, an was a unique 
and now found herself inexd captivating place,orably drawn 
into its capt with its glivating embrace. ![owingImage 

fungl ](https://al forestsvia.placeholder.com/800, 


shx400immering undergroun)d lakes, and towering stalactites 
that seeme As 
Jocelyn descended to reach upd the winding stair towards the 
distant surfacecase that led to the entrance. But despite of 
Vraelvrae, she the beauty and wonder of was struck by the his 
sh homeeer scale, Patton ha and grandeur of thed always 
underground city. felt a sense of Towering sp longing, a 
desireires of crystalline structures to explore beyond the 
confines of the, their fac caverns. ets re 
Your browser does not support the video tag. 
And now, that call, their features and att - a whisper on the 
wind, ire suggesting a a beck rich tapestry ofoning from the 
unknown - had stir cultures and traditionsred something deep 
within him. 
Henri. Slowly,etta, a seasoned guide Patton rose from his bed, 
his and one of the few outs heart racingiders privy to the secrets 
with a of Vraelvrae, gre mixture of excitement and trepidation. 
He kneweted Jocelyn with a warm he had to follow smile and a 
mischievous tw this mysterious suminkle in her eye. 
"Welcomemons, to uncover the secrets that to our little lay 
beyond the borders of his familiar slice of wonder, world. my 
dear," she<audio said, g  controls> ently placing a hand 
on<source src="https://via.placeholder Jocelyn's shoulder. 
".com/800x450.mp3" type="Prepare to 
haveaudio/mpeg"> 
Your browser does not support your breath taken away." <video 
the audio element. 
Chapter 2: width="800 The Journey" height="450" controls> 
Begins 
Patton's foot towards the heartYour browser does not support 
the video tag of the city. . The whisper had grown As Jocelyn 
followed Henrietta through stronger, drawing the winding 
streets of him ever deeper into the cav Vraelvrae, she was 
struckerns. He navig by the sheer viated the winding pathways 
withbrancy and complexity of the sub practiced easeterranean 
civilization. Art, his senses heightisened asans pl he searcheied 
their trades in vibrant marketd for any clue thatplaces, their 
might lead him to wares ranging from intricate tap the source 
of the call. 
[Cavern Tunnestries to gleaming 
mechanical wonders. 
Scholarsels ](https://via.placeholder.com/800x and 
philosophers600) engaged in lively debates 


As he wandered, Patton couldn't help but wonder about in 
ornate libraries, their voices the history of this place. Who had 
built echoing through the cavernous halls. 

" Vraelvrae, and why had they chosen to makeThe people of 
Vraelvrae have their home in the depths of the earth? thrived in 
this underground realm for millennia What secrets did these 
ancient," Henrietta explained, her eyes sh tunnels hold? His 
curiosity burned like a fire within him, fuining with pride. 
"They have adapted and evolveeling his determination to 
uncover the truth. 

Suddenly="audio/mpeg"> 

, Patton Your browser does not support the audio element found 
himself standing. 

As they before a massive door, its surface ventured deeper into 
the city adorned with intricate, Jocelyn couldn carvings and gl't 
help but marvel at the engineeringowing r feats that 
sustaineunes. He knew this was the entranced this thriving 
community to the central chamber, the heart. Vast a of 
Vraelvrae. Takingqueducts chann a deep breath,eled the prist he 
pusheine waters of underground rivers, while massived the door 
fung open anal farmsd stepped inside and hydroponics labs, his 
ens eyes widening in aured a steady supplywe at the sight of 
food. The that gre very air seemed to pulse with a tangeted him. 
ible energy, as if the city 

Youricate sub browser does not supportterranean ecosystem the 
audio element.. He was a true 

Chapter visionary, an4: Thed his legacy continues to 
Awakening shape the future of 

Patton's world began to shift and blur Vraelvrae." 

As J as theocelyn listened, she couldn energy from the pools fl't 
help but feelowed through him. Suddenly, he foun a sense of ad 
himself standing in awe and wonder at the worl vast, otherwd 
that lay before her. This hiddenorldly landscape, city, with 
surrounded by towering crystalline structures an its captivating 
blend shimmering,d of ancient tradition iridescent sk and 
cuttingedge technology,ies. 

![Ethere was a revelation,al Landscape](https://via. and she 
knew that sheplaceholder.com/800x600) had stumbled upon 
something truly The extraordinary. 

![ ethereal beings he had seenImage 3](https://via. in the pools 
nowplaceholder.com/800x400) stood before him, their "There 
forms more distinct is so much more to discover," and 

tangible. They regarde Henrietta said, herd him with a mix of 
curios voice tinity and reverence, their strangeged with 


excitement. "Vraelv, melorae is a world untodic language 
echoing through the itself, a place of air. 

Your browser Jocelyn. For in doing so, you may does not 
support the video tag. just fin d a piece of yourself that As 
Patton tried to make sense of you never knew was missing 

his surroundings,." 

J he became aware of a powerfulocelyn nodded, her mind 
already presence nearby racing — a being with the possibilities 
that lay ahead. With a growing of immense energy sense of 
purpose, she set out to and wisdom delve deeper into the 
mysteries. Turning of Vraelvrae,, he saw a figure eager to 
uncover the stories approaching, its features that lay hidden 
within obscured by a its cavernous depths. shimmering veil of 
light 


< 
Father loves daughters 


A father's love for hisThe bond between a father daughters is a 
profound bond and his daughters is truly special. A father's love 
provides support, guidance, that shapes their lives in countless 
ways. It provides and protection, helping his them with a sense 
of daughters grow into confident individuals security, 
confidence, and. Moments spent together, whether through play, 
learning encouragement as they navigate the, or simple 
conversations, create lasting memories and strengthen world. 
This relationship is their relationship. often filled with cherished 
memories Would you like to hear more about: , from playful 
moments to heartfelt conversations, demonstrating a unique and 
nurturing connection. 


l. The importance of a father's role in a daughter's life? 

2. Heartwarming stories of fathers and daughters? 

3. Tips for fathersWould you like to explore to connect 
with their daughters? 


Cavern city secrets of lost treasure and love for exploration 


Stihuu: An Adventurer’s Tale from Tetnobautte 


Welcome to the mystical land of Tetnobautte, a realm bursting 
with wonder and intrigue where the whimsical meets the 


perilous. This is the land of Stihuu, where the enigmatic 
tahkmahnelle dwells, and the infamous VRAELVRAE 


caverns chill to the bone. Join me, Patton, as I recount the 
thrilling escapades of two young explorers, Jocelyn and 
Henrietta, who dare to venture into the heart of this wondrous 
land. This tale chronicles their journey through 
lenemketobontette, where destinies are forged, and a climactic 
war looms on the horizon. 


The Land of Tetnobautte 


Tetnobautte is a land hidden from the prying eyes of the 
mundane world, nestled between towering mountains and dense 
forests. It is a place where magic intertwines with reality, where 
the sky is painted in hues unseen elsewhere. The air is thick 
with the scent of adventure, and every corner promises a new 
discovery. 


The Enigma of Stihuu 


Stihuu is not just a place; it’s a living, breathing entity. The 
legends speak of the tahkmahnelle, ethereal beings that govern 
the balance of magic in Tetnobautte. They are elusive and 
mysterious, rarely revealing themselves to mortals. The stories 
say that those who encounter a tahkmahnelle are forever 
changed, marked by the wisdom and wonder of these ancient 
creatures. 


The Chilling VRAELVRAE Caverns 


Deep within the heart of Tetnobautte lie the VRAELVRAE 
caverns, a labyrinth of tunnels that twist and turn under the 
earth. These caverns are said to be the coldest place in the 
realm, where even the bravest of hearts hesitate to tread. The air 
is frigid, and the walls glisten with frost, casting eerie 
reflections of eager explorers. Legends whisper of treasures 
hidden within, guarded by spirits of the past. 


The Expedition Begins 
Our tale begins with Jocelyn and Henrietta, two intrepid girls 


with a thirst for adventure. They hail from distant lands, drawn 
to Tetnobautte by tales of its wonders. Their journey starts in 


lenemketobontette, a bustling town on the edge of the known 
world, where merchants and travelers gather to share stories and 
wares. 


Jocelyn: The Dreamer 


Jocelyn is a dreamer, her heart filled with wanderlust. She is 
captivated by the unknown, always seeking the thrill of 
discovery. Her eyes shine with the light of a thousand stars, and 
her spirit is as free as the wind. Jocelyn’s curiosity knows no 
bounds, and it is this unquenchable thirst for knowledge that 
drives her forward. 


Henrietta: The Strategist 


Henrietta, in contrast, is a strategist. Her mind is sharp, her 
thoughts calculated. She sees the world as a puzzle to be solved, 
every piece a part of the grand tapestry of life. Henrietta 
approaches each challenge with precision and care, her resolve 
as unyielding as the mountains themselves. Together with 
Jocelyn, she forms an unstoppable duo, ready to face whatever 
obstacles lie ahead. 


Into the Heart of Stihuu 


With their sights set on Stihuu, Jocelyn and Henrietta embark on 
their journey. The path is fraught with danger, but their spirits 
remain unbroken. They traverse dense forests and scale rocky 
cliffs, each step bringing them closer to their goal. 


The Encounter with Tahkmahnelle 


As they venture deeper into Stihuu, the girls encounter a 
tahkmahnelle, its presence as ephemeral as mist. The creature’s 
eyes hold centuries of wisdom, and its voice echoes like the 
whispers of the wind. It speaks of the balance of magic, the 
delicate dance that maintains harmony in Tetnobautte. Jocelyn 
and Henrietta listen in awe, their hearts touched by the 
tahkmahnelle’s words. 


The Descent into VRAELVRAE 


Their journey leads them to the VRAELVRAE caverns, the air 
biting at their skin as they descend into the depths. The caverns 
are a maze of shadows and echoes, each step resonating through 
the stone. Jocelyn and Henrietta move cautiously, aware of the 
spirits said to guard the treasures within. 


The Climax in Lenemketobontette 


The tale reaches its peak in lenemketobontette, where a 
climactic war threatens to engulf the land. Forces from across 
Tetnobautte gather, each with their own 


motives and desires. The air is thick with tension, the fate of the 
realm hanging in the balance. 


The Role of Jocelyn and Henrietta 


Jocelyn and Henrietta find themselves at the heart of the 
conflict, their actions pivotal in shaping the outcome. Jocelyn’s 
dreams guide them through the chaos, while Henrietta’s 
strategies forge a path to victory. Together, they rally the people 
of lenemketobontette, uniting them against the impending 
threat. 


Conclusion: The Legacy of Stihuu 


As the dust settles, the land of Stihuu emerges transformed. 
Jocelyn and Henrietta’s journey leaves an indelible mark on 
Tetnobautte, their names etched into the annals of history. The 
realm is forever changed, the balance of magic restored. 


The Aftermath 


In the aftermath, Jocelyn and Henrietta stand as symbols of 
hope and courage. Their adventure in Tetnobautte becomes a 
legend, inspiring generations to come. The land of Stihuu 
remains a beacon of wonder, its secrets waiting to be discovered 
by those brave enough to seek them. 


This tale of adventure and discovery in Tetnobautte reflects the 
enduring spirit of exploration that resides within us all. The land 
of Stihuu, with its mysteries and marvels, beckons to those who 


dare to dream. Let the stories of Jocelyn and Henrietta inspire 
you to embark on your own journey, for the world is vast, and 
its wonders are endless. 
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Stihuu: Secrets of the Paranormal and Adventurous in the Land 
of Caves 

In the heart of the uncharted terrains, where the whispers of the 
wind carry tales of the unknown, lies the mysterious realm 
known as Stihuu. A name that resonates with mystery and the 
allure of the paranormal. This is a land where the air is thick 
with secrets, and the newly discovered artifact in the lost rooms 
beckons the adventurous spirit. This blog post will take you on 
a journey of 

intrigue, sensuality, and the supernatural, as we explore the 
hidden depths of Stihuu and the stories of those who dared to 
uncover its secrets. The Allure of Stihuu 

Stihuu is not merely a location; it is an experience, a 
convergence of the physical and the metaphysical. The ancient 
caves, woven into the tapestry of the land, hold stories untold 
and secrets buried beneath layers of time. The discovery of a 
new artifact within the lost rooms of these caves has sparked a 
renewed interest in the paranormal phenomena that have long 
been associated with this mystical place. 

The Discovery 

The recent discovery of an artifact within the lost rooms of 
Stihuu's caves has captured the imagination of explorers and 
historians alike. This artifact, believed to be of ancient origin, is 
said to hold the key to unlocking the secrets of the land. Its 
patterns and engravings suggest a culture that was both 
advanced and deeply connected to the spiritual realm, hinting at 
rituals and practices that may have been lost to time. 

Jocelyn and Henrietta: The Pioneers 

At the forefront of this exploration are two intrepid adventurers, 
Jocelyn and Henrietta. Their journey into the heart of Stihuu is 
not just a quest for knowledge but a search for the truth behind 
the legends that have long shrouded the caves in mystery. With 
a keen sense of adventure and a thirst for the unknown, Jocelyn 
and Henrietta have dedicated themselves to unraveling the 
secrets of the artifact and the paranormal activities that surround 
it. 

The Paranormal Phenomena 

The caves of Stihuu have long been associated with paranormal 
activities. Visitors and explorers have reported strange 


occurrences, from ghostly apparitions to inexplicable sounds 
echoing through the cavernous depths. These phenomena have 
only added to the allure of the land, drawing in those who seek 
to understand the mysteries that lie within. 

The Role of Patton 

Among the many stories of Stihuu, the legend of Patton is one 
of the most intriguing. A mysterious figure whose presence is 
said to be felt within the caves, Patton is believed to be a 
guardian of the secrets held within. His story, intertwined with 
the history of Stihuu, adds a layer of intrigue to the already 
enigmatic landscape. The Adventure Continues 

The journey into the depths of Stihuu is not for the faint of 
heart. It is a path that requires courage, curiosity, and a 
willingness to embrace the unknown. For Jocelyn, Henrietta, 
and those like them, the adventure is not just about discovering 
artifacts or unraveling mysteries; it is about connecting with a 
world that exists beyond the ordinary. 

The Sexuality of Discovery 

The exploration of Stihuu is as much an exploration of the self 
as it is of the land. The sensuality of discovery, the thrill of the 
unknown, and the intimacy of uncovering secrets all play a role 
in the experience. For those who venture into the caves, there is 
a sense of connection with something greater, a feeling of being 
part of a story that transcends time and space. 

Conclusion 

Stihuu is a land of mystery, adventure, and the paranormal. It is 
a place where the boundaries between the physical and the 
spiritual blur, and where the secrets of the past await those 
brave enough to uncover them. The stories of Jocelyn, 
Henrietta, and Patton are just the beginning. The caves hold 
many more secrets, waiting to be discovered by those who dare 
to venture into the depths of the unknown. 

In the end, the allure of Stihuu lies not just in its mysteries but 
in the journey itself—a journey of adventure, self-discovery, 
and the thrill of the paranormal. Whether you are an explorer, a 
historian, or simply someone with a curiosity for the unknown, 
Stihuu promises an experience unlike any other. So, pack your 
bags, steel your nerves, and prepare to embark on a journey into 
the heart of mystery. 


Stihuu: Back Again in the War of Tahkmahnelle in the Cavern 
City of Secret Maps and Books 


In the dimly lit cavern city of Tahkmahnelle, where the air hums 
with the whispers of ancient secrets, a time-traveling machine 
hums to life. This is the story of a journey back to the old days 
of Tetnobautte, a tale of adventure and discovery, woven with 
the threads of time. Join me, Patton, as I recount the thrilling 
events and unravel the mysteries that bind us to this enigmatic 
past. 

The Call to Adventure 

It all began with Jocelyn and Henrietta, two intrepid explorers 
whose names are synonymous with daring escapades and 
unyielding curiosity. They uncovered the secret maps and books 
hidden within the heart of Tahkmahnelle, a city shrouded in 
legend and mystery. These artifacts spoke of a forgotten era, a 
time when Tetnobautte was not just a name whispered in the 
annals of history, but a vibrant civilization teeming with life. 

As the keeper of the time-traveling machine, I, Patton, felt the 
pull of destiny. The maps hinted at a war, the War of 
Tahkmahnelle, and the opportunity to witness history firsthand 
was irresistible. With Jocelyn and Henrietta at my side, we 
embarked on a journey that would transcend the boundaries of 
time itself. 

The Journey Begins 

The time-traveling machine, a marvel of engineering and magic, 
transported us to the heart of Tetnobautte. The city was alive 
with the sounds of bustling markets and vibrant festivals, a stark 
contrast to the silent echoes we knew from the cavern city. Yet, 
beneath the lively facade, tension simmered as the specter of 
war loomed ever closer. 

Jocelyn and Henrietta, with their profound knowledge of 
ancient languages and cultures, quickly became our guides in 
this foreign land. Their expertise was invaluable as we 
navigated the intricate social dynamics and political intrigues 
that defined Tetnobautte. Every corner of the city held a story, 
every alley a new discovery. 

The War of Tahkmahnelle 

It wasn't long before we found ourselves entangled in the events 
that would culminate in the War of Tahkmahnelle. The war was 
a clash of ideologies, a struggle for power and control over the 
secrets that the cavern city held. As an observer, I was torn 
between my duty to remain impartial and the urge to participate 
in the unfolding drama. 

Jocelyn, with her indomitable spirit, rallied the city's scholars 
and artisans, urging them to preserve their knowledge and 
culture. Henrietta, ever the strategist, devised plans to safeguard 


the city's secrets from falling into the wrong hands. Together, 
they embodied the resilience and ingenuity of Tetnobautte's 
people. 

The Turning Point 


As the conflict reached its peak, we discovered that the war was 
not just a battle for control, but a fight for survival. The maps 
and books we had uncovered were more than just relics; they 
were the keys to understanding and harnessing the power of 
time itself. The implications were staggering, and the 
responsibility weighed heavily upon us. 

In a decisive confrontation, we faced the forces that sought to 
exploit this power for their own ends. Jocelyn's courage and 
Henrietta's cunning proved instrumental in turning the tide. 
Through their efforts, we were able to protect the city's legacy 
and ensure that the knowledge of Tetnobautte would endure. 

A Legacy Preserved 

As we returned to our own time, the echoes of Tetnobautte's 
past rang in our ears. The War of Tahkmahnelle had left an 
indelible mark on each of us, a reminder of the timeless struggle 
between knowledge and power, preservation and destruction. 
For Jocelyn and Henrietta, their names now etched in the annals 
of history, the journey was a testament to the power of curiosity 
and the importance of safeguarding our heritage. For me, 
Patton, it was a lesson in the responsibility that comes with the 
gift of time travel and the profound impact that even the 
smallest actions can have on the course of history. 

The Enduring Spirit of Adventure 

As I reflect on our journey, I am filled with a sense of awe and 
wonder. The cavern city of Tahkmahnelle, with its secret maps 
and books, remains a beacon for adventurers and scholars alike. 
It is a reminder that the past is never truly lost, and that the 
spirit of exploration and discovery is a flame that will never be 
extinguished. 

In the end, the War of Tahkmahnelle was not just a chapter in 
history, but a testament to the enduring spirit of adventure that 
lives within us all. And as long as there are stories to uncover 
and mysteries to solve, the legacy of Jocelyn, Henrietta, and the 
city of Tetnobautte will continue to inspire generations to come. 
Conclusion 

The journey back to the old days of Tetnobautte was a thrilling 
adventure, one that has left an indelible mark on my soul. As we 
continue to explore the mysteries of our world, let us remember 
the lessons of the past and carry the torch of discovery into the 


future. For in the echoes of history, we find the true essence of 
our own story, ever unfolding and always waiting to be told. 
Embrace the adventure, cherish the knowledge, and never stop 
exploring. 18 minutes ago 
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Stihuu: A Journey Through Tahkmahnelle and Ulpia 

In the heart of the uncharted, lay the secret cavern city of 
Tahkmahnelle, a place where darkness and mystery entwined. 
The air was thick with the scent of aged stone and the faint 
echoes of a forgotten past. It was here that our journey began, 
under the dim glow of luminescent flora, with nothing but the 
sound of dripping water and the distant whisper of winds to 
keep us company. I am Patton, and this is my tale—a tale of 
adventure, of friendship, and of the dark secrets that bind the 
lost city of Ulpia. 

The Enigmatic Jocelyn 

Jocelyn was a woman of many talents, her eyes as sharp as her 
wit, and her spirit unbreakable. She was the one who had first 
spoken of Tahkmahnelle, her voice filled with a mix of 
reverence and trepidation. A cartographer by trade, she had 
stumbled upon an ancient map that hinted at a city hidden 
beneath the earth, a city that held secrets older than time itself. 
Our paths had crossed in a dusty tavern on the outskirts of a 
nameless town. She was hunched over a worn parchment, her 
fingers tracing lines that seemed to dance under the flickering 
candlelight. I was intrigued, drawn to her intensity and the 
promise of adventure that seemed to radiate from her. It wasn't 
long before we were deep in conversation, our voices hushed as 
we spoke of legends and lost cities. 

The Indomitable Henrietta 

Henrietta, on the other hand, was a force to be reckoned with. A 
seasoned adventurer with a heart of gold and a sword that had 
seen more battles than I could count, she was the muscle of our 
group. Her laughter was infectious, her strength unyielding, and 
her loyalty unwavering. She had joined us after we had rescued 
her from a band of marauders, and since then, she had become 
an integral part of our team. 

Together, the three of us ventured into Tahkmahnelle, armed 
with Jocelyn's map, Henrietta's sword, and my unyielding 


curiosity. The cavern city was a labyrinth, a maze of tunnels and 
chambers that seemed to stretch on forever. But we pressed on, 
guided by the promise of what lay ahead—Ulpia, the lost city, 
where the plot thickened with blood and tears. The Journey 
Through Tahkmahnelle 

The journey through Tahkmahnelle was fraught with danger. 
The tunnels were dark, the air thick with the scent of decay. We 
encountered creatures that had never seen the light of day, their 
eyes glowing like embers in the darkness. But we fought on, our 
resolve unshaken, our bond growing stronger with each passing 
day. 

Jocelyn's knowledge of the caverns was invaluable. She could 
read the signs etched into the stone, decipher the ancient 
symbols that pointed the way. Henrietta, with her sword and her 
strength, was our shield, our protector. She stood between us 
and the dangers that lurked in the shadows, her blade a beacon 
of hope in the darkness. 

As for me, I was the chronicler, the one who kept the record of 
our journey. I wrote of our triumphs and our failures, of the 
laughter and the tears, of the moments that defined us and the 
ones that tested us. I was the voice of our adventure, the one 
who would tell the tale of Tahkmahnelle and Ulpia. 

The Discovery of Ulpia 

After what felt like an eternity, we finally reached Ulpia. The 
lost city was a sight to behold, a marvel of ancient architecture 
hidden deep within the earth. The buildings were carved from 
the very rock, their surfaces adorned with intricate designs that 
spoke of a civilization long lost to time. 

But Ulpia was not the sanctuary we had hoped for. It was a city 
of secrets, a place where the past and the present collided in a 
dance of blood and tears. We soon found ourselves entangled in 
a web of intrigue, caught between warring factions that sought 
to control the city's hidden power. 

The Plot Thickens 

The plot thickened with each passing day. We discovered that 
Ulpia was not just a city, but a repository of ancient knowledge, 
a library of secrets that held the key to untold power. And we 
were not the only ones who sought to unlock its mysteries. 
There were others, shadows that moved in the darkness, figures 
that whispered of betrayal and deceit. We found ourselves 
drawn into a game of cat and mouse, a struggle for survival that 
would test the limits of our strength and our loyalty. Jocelyn, 
with her keen mind and her unyielding spirit, was our guide 
through the treacherous waters of Ulpia's politics. She 


unraveled the city's secrets, one by one, her eyes gleaming with 
the thrill of discovery. Henrietta, with her sword and her 
unwavering courage, was our shield, our protector. She stood 
between us and the dangers that lurked in the shadows, her 
blade a beacon of hope in the darkness. 

Blood and Tears 

But even the strongest of bonds can be tested, and ours was no 
exception. The secrets of Ulpia drove a wedge between us, a 
chasm that seemed impossible to bridge. There were moments 
of doubt, moments of despair, moments when it seemed like all 
was lost. 

Blood was spilled, tears were shed, and the fabric of our 
friendship was stretched to its limit. But we held on, our bond 
unbroken, our resolve unshaken. We fought for each other, for 
the truth, and for the promise of a brighter future. In the end, it 
was our unity that saved us. We stood together, our backs 
against the wall, our hearts united in a single cause. And when 
the dust settled, we emerged victorious, our bond stronger than 
ever, our adventure etched forever in the annals of history. 

The Legacy of Stihuu 

Our journey through Tahkmahnelle and Ulpia was a tale of 
adventure, of friendship, and of the dark secrets that bind us. It 
was a story of courage and betrayal, of hope and despair, of the 
power of unity and the strength of the human spirit. 

And it was a story that would be told for generations to come, a 
legacy that would live on in the hearts of those who dared to 
dream, to explore, to seek the truth. For we were not just 
adventurers, we were the guardians of a secret, the keepers of a 
legacy, the chroniclers of a tale that would echo through the 
ages. We were the heroes of Stihuu, and this was our story. 
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Stihuu: A Tale of Love, War, and Treasure in 
Lenemketobontette 


In the heart of the mystical land of Lenemketobontette, where 
the cavern city sprawled beneath the earth like a vast, stone 
beast, our tale begins. This is not a story of knights in shining 
armor or princesses locked in towers. This is a tale 


of grit, of love, of war, and of treasure. This is the tale of 
Jocelyn, Henrietta, Patton, and the secret that changed their 
lives forever. 

The Crew of the Shadow Wolf 

Our story follows a crew of misfits, led by the enigmatic Patton, 
a man with a past as dark as the caverns they called home. His 
ship, the Shadow Wolf, was a legend in Lenemketobontette, 
known for its daring feats and the loyalty of its crew. Jocelyn, 
the ship's navigator, was a woman of unparalleled intelligence, 
her mind as sharp as the stalactites that hung from the cavern 
ceilings. Henrietta, the quartermaster, was a force to be 
reckoned with, her strength matched only by her unwavering 
compassion. The Secret Treasure 

One fateful day, Patton received a mysterious map, whispering 
of a secret treasure hidden deep within the caverns. The map 
was old, the parchment yellowed and the ink faded, but the 
promise of treasure was enough to ignite a spark in the crew's 
eyes. With Jocelyn guiding their path and Henrietta ensuring 
they were well-equipped, they set sail on the Shadow Wolf, 
their hearts filled with anticipation. 

The journey was treacherous, the caverns dark and filled with 
unknown dangers. But the crew of the Shadow Wolf was not 
easily deterred. They battled monstrous creatures, navigated 
treacherous waters, and scaled towering cliffs. And finally, after 
what felt like an eternity, they found it—a chest overflowing 
with gold and jewels, untouched by time. 

The Enemy King of Ulpia 

But their triumph was short-lived. News of their discovery 
reached the ears of the enemy king of Ulpia, a man known for 
his ruthlessness and greed. He sent his armies after the crew, 
determined to claim the treasure for himself. Patton, Jocelyn, 
and Henrietta knew they couldn't outrun him forever. They had 
to stand and fight. 

The battle was brutal. The enemy king's forces outnumbered 
them, their weapons gleaming in the dim light of the caverns. 
But the crew of the Shadow Wolf was not just any crew. They 
were a family, bound by loyalty and love. They fought with a 
ferocity that startled their enemies, their shouts echoing through 
the caverns. 


The Second War 

Just when it seemed all hope was lost, reinforcements arrived. 
Other crews, inspired by the Shadow Wolf's bravery, joined the 
fight. The tide of the battle turned, and the enemy king was 
defeated. The second war, as it came to be known, was won 
victoriously. The caverns rang with cheers, the sound of victory 
sweet and echoing. 

Love by the Stream 

In the aftermath of the war, the crew found themselves by a 
gentle stream, the water sparkling under the soft glow of the 
cavern's luminescent flora. Here, amidst the beauty of their 
home, they found a moment of peace. Patton watched as 
Jocelyn and Henrietta sat by the stream, their heads bent close 
together, laughter echoing around them. He felt a warmth in his 
chest, a feeling he hadn't known in a long time. Love. Under 
the watchful eyes of the cavern city, Patton, Jocelyn, and 
Henrietta found a love that transcended the boundaries of 
friendship. They found a love that was born out of shared 
struggles, out of shared victories. They found a love that was as 
vast and as beautiful as the caverns they called home. 

Reverie 

In the reverie of their newfound love, they decided to stay 
in Lenemketobontette. They used the treasure to rebuild their 
city, to make it a place of light and laughter. The Shadow Wolf 
became a symbol of hope, its sails a beacon of courage. And as 
Patton stood at the helm, Jocelyn by his side and Henrietta's 
laughter ringing in his ears, he knew that this was where they 
belonged. This was their home, their love, their treasure. And 
so, our tale ends, not with a grand battle or a daring adventure, 
but with a quiet moment by a stream. For in the end, it is not the 
treasure or the victory that matters, but the love that binds us, the 
love that makes us whole. This is the tale of Stihuu, a tale of 
love, war, and treasure in the land of Lenemketobontette. A tale 
of Jocelyn, Henrietta, and Patton. A tale of the crew who dared 
to dream, who dared to fight, who dared to love. And in doing 
so, they found their true treasure, their true victory, their true 
home. 


Deep inside the secret city of... 

You 

Deep inside the secret city of VRAELVRAE the wolf king has 
waged war on the crew years after the second war. This time the 
girls and crew are victorious against the wolf king in the third 
war vigilently in the romance of a spacecraft to the moon. 


9 minutes ago 

Al 

Lenemketobontette the Vraelvrae 

The air crackled with anticipation, a silent tension hanging 
heavy in the cavernous hangar of the Luna's Embrace. The 
sleek, silver spacecraft, a testament to human ingenuity and 
ambition, stood poised for its journey to the moon. But the 
atmosphere was far from celebratory. A sense of foreboding, of 
impending doom, hung over the crew, a stark contrast to the 
usual buzz of prelaunch excitement. 

Jocelyn, the ship's pilot, stood by the cockpit, her hand resting 
lightly on the smooth, cool metal. Her eyes, usually sparkling 
with a mischievous glint, were now clouded with a deep, 
unsettling worry. She glanced at her crew, a motley bunch of 
brilliant minds and hardened warriors, each bearing the weight 
of the impending battle on their shoulders. 

Henrietta, the ship's engineer, her normally vibrant red hair 
pulled back in a tight bun, fiddled with a complex array of 
wires, her brow furrowed in concentration. Beside her, Patton, 
the ship's doctor, a man known for his quiet strength and steady 
hand, checked his medical kit with a grim determination. The 
threat was not from the depths of space, nor from any alien 
force, but from a source far more familiar, far more insidious: 
the Wolf King. Years after the Second War, a conflict that had 
left the Vraelvrae, a hidden city nestled deep within the earth, 
scarred and broken, the Wolf King, a ruthless tyrant who had 
been defeated once before, had returned. 

His army, a horde of mutated wolf-like creatures, had descended 
upon the Vraelvrae, their fangs dripping with an insatiable 
hunger for vengeance. The city, once a beacon of hope and 
innovation, now lay in ruins, its citizens cowering in fear. 

The Vraelvrae, a society built on a delicate balance of 
technology and magic, had been thrown into chaos. The 
oncepowerful magic that protected the city had been corrupted, 
its essence twisted into a grotesque parody of its former self. 
The Wolf King, fueled by a twisted ambition, had not only 
conquered the city but had also poisoned its very soul. The 
crew of the Luna's Embrace, a small band of rebels who had 
survived the Second War, had vowed to protect the Vraelvrae 
and its people. Now, they were about to embark on a desperate 
mission, a journey to the moon, where they hoped to find a 
source of pure, uncorrupted magic, a magic that could cleanse 
the Vraelvrae and vanquish the Wolf King's dominion. 


The silence in the hangar was broken by a booming voice. 
"Engines are primed, Captain," Henrietta announced, her voice 
laced with a mix of fear and defiance. Jocelyn nodded, her gaze 
fixed on the vast expanse of the hangar door, a portal leading to 
the unknown. "Let's do this," she said, her voice low and 
resolute. With a surge of power, the Luna's Embrace lifted off 
the ground, its engines roaring, a testament to the human spirit's 
resilience in the face of overwhelming odds. The journey to the 
moon was long and fraught with peril. The ship had to navigate 
through a treacherous asteroid field, dodging rogue asteroids 
and fragments of shattered space debris. 

Inside the ship, the crew worked tirelessly, their hands moving 
with practiced precision, their eyes glued to the complex 
instruments that monitored the ship's systems. Jocelyn, her 
focus unwavering, guided the ship through the treacherous 
expanse of space, her mind a whirlwind of calculations and 
strategies. 

As they neared the moon, a sense of urgency gripped them. The 
Wolf King, sensing their presence, had dispatched his most 
fearsome warriors, a pack of monstrous, mutated wolves, to 
intercept them. 

A fierce battle ensued in the vacuum of space, the Luna's 
Embrace dodging laser fire and grappling with the monstrous 
wolves. Henrietta, her hands moving with lightning speed, 
repaired damage to the ship's hull, while Patton, his medical kit 
at the ready, tended to the wounded. 

Jocelyn, her eyes burning with determination, fought back 
against the relentless onslaught, her piloting skills honed to 
perfection by years of combat experience. The ship, a shining 
beacon of hope in the vast expanse of space, fought valiantly, its 
engines roaring defiance against the encroaching darkness. 
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the Luna's Embrace 
landed safely on the lunar surface. The crew, battered but 
unbroken, emerged from the ship, their eyes scanning the 
desolate, moonlit landscape. 

They had reached their destination, but the real battle was yet to 
come. The moon, a silent sentinel in the vast expanse of space, 
held the key to their salvation, but it was also guarded by an 
ancient, powerful force, a force that could easily turn against 
them. 


Jocelyn, her gaze fixed on the shimmering, ethereal glow 
emanating from a crater in the lunar surface, knew that the true 
test of their courage was about to begin. 

The story of the Luna's Embrace and the crew's journey to the 
moon is just the beginning of a much larger narrative. It is a 
story of courage, resilience, and the unwavering belief in the 
human spirit's ability to overcome even the most daunting 
challenges. 

But it is also a story of love, of the bonds that unite us, and the 
sacrifices we make for those we hold dear. 

The crew of the Luna's Embrace, a diverse group of individuals 
united by their common purpose, will face trials and tribulations 
that will test their limits, both physically and emotionally. 
Jocelyn, the ship's pilot, will be forced to confront her own 
inner demons, her past mistakes and her fears, as she leads the 
crew on this perilous mission. Henrietta, the ship's engineer, 
will discover a strength she never knew she possessed, her 
unwavering determination driving her to overcome seemingly 
insurmountable obstacles. 

Patton, the ship's doctor, will be faced with the ultimate test of 
his compassion, his empathy, and his medical skills, as he 
strives to heal the wounded and save lives. 

Together, they will face the Wolf King, a formidable foe whose 
power is fueled by hatred and vengeance. Their fight will not be 
easy, but their determination will be unwavering. 

For they know that the fate of the Vraelvrae, and the very future 
of humanity, rests upon their shoulders. 

The story of the Luna's Embrace is just the beginning. It is a 
story that will unfold with each passing chapter, revealing the 
depths of human courage, the power of love, and the resilience 
of the human spirit. 

This is a story of a journey, not just to the moon, but to the very 
heart of what it means to be human. It is a story that will 
resonate with readers of all ages, a story that will inspire hope 
and ignite the imagination. 

This is the story of Lenemketobontette, the Vraelvrae. 


Troglodyte’s Shamanic Gazette 
Patton Wilson 


A Write of Passages On Weakness As A Power of Inferiority 


I like 

People who cheat 

Stupid me 

They actually beat 

All the other ones 

Once they bounce like waves of grains 
Of sands throughout history and time 
Humans smell like dogs 

Dogs smell unkind 

Like saltwater in a cup 

In the bog smart as if to insult 

To a personality unlike me 

Inside the cavern the trees are blooming 
Blind to you 

In the lightning doves tree 

The fire spread 

Making the lot of sheep dead 
Amongst the roses in the karst stream 
In the cold frozen ice in the air 

Eggs for ancient creatures 
Personalities older than dogs 
Hyper-advanced civilization 

And a travel station 

Vessel to the surface 

To witness the likes of you 


The Struggle Over The Control of the World 
As you say you do 

As if to keep out my eyes 

Before you leave do not go 

Do not show me proper due 

Because there are forces about you The 
love of a baby 

In the elder’s eyes is not just 

Enough they say of the surface 


Innocent glare 

Inside my holy heart or not 

Become my enemy and victorious be 

My feet are cut to blood cold inside 

Inside the ways of company or tears 

Rage has no more fire than 

Water has more life if brought to boil 

The broth of stigma of the mentality 
Stigmatilda 

Say my head is not on 

So that our rose is one 

Yet so far away 

In between ourselves and togetherness Why do you leave the 
gates for bread? 

Just another weakness in my strand Wired together for drip 
Weaved ona loom 

Taken from my mother 

Stolen from the father 

Given to another family at birth 

How many people would there be to know? 
If you’re government did not fake my birth 
Certificate for the good of it 

If my excuse was I am too trying 

Or too uncomfortable 

Or maybe I could cry for you 

The blood in you’re mouth You 

taste 

Just may be warmer 

To you I would rather 

Live in the dog shelter like you would 

If you could muster enough power 

For to be 

Yourselves with no purity of flowers 

In return 

Yet you keep more than only 

Besides me one 

I thought I even may have heard you say you were trying to 
decide 

How to tell me 

How much you are a betrayal Is there answer? 
Light the tower 


The People’s God And Country 


Deepest in the locations 

The vessel station 

Is and goes into the darkest modes 

No light 

No feeling for healing 

We light a candle 

In the places of the kindness 

For to take and leave 

To beyond 

We must remember to let traces 

Of our light 

In the places we travel from 

When there is no light natural 

If you travel 

If you decide to pass away 

If you want to hurt me after what you have for me to do for you 
Then stay and believe the lines in you face 

And in your skin 

These are wise divine and sacred 

Kin and divided lines wired forever 

Mega super magnetic ultra charged energy stations 

Will surely be to pass 

And the oceans of healing destruction 

Have nearly saved us with a dooming stop to the fire and smoke 
in the air 

Everlastingly all will emerge and the guardian of the field 
Will eat his last meal 

And cry myself to death when a wake 

Alone in reverie along side the blood in the stream by and by 
the fire 

And I will fly away 

Never to return 

To this holy place beneath the surface soil 

All is for you 

You can get it if it is not in your pocket 

Unless there is a hole in your purse 

And if I were like you 

I would keep myself no better 

Because you are the most of the unchangeable dog in this here 
tragedy As if to speak of victorious forces that are eleven times 
more successors magically Ever to see the light of days 


Milk and Eggs 
(A Peculiar Novelty) 
By Patton Wilson 


Once there was a lady whose life was dull...no one 
ever visited her. 
She even ever woke every day ritualistic like and 
went to bed at a reasonable 
Hour...she was very intelligent, yet she was never 
received well at parties and 
At the schools she participated in. All her life she 
dreamed of being secretive, 
And always contradicted herself by going out of her 
way to be obvious, and 
To be noticed by a person she thought lived next 
door to her...she never even 
Found out if there was even, living, a man or a 
woman in the house next door... 
At all...it was a mystery...but still, though, no signs of 
a resident next door, the 
Lights would illuminate the windows at this next 
door place, all hours of the night and day...so 
eventually this lady, so normal and repetitive, went 
into this 
Next door abode and left a note, on the kitchen table, 
saying...that she was worried 
Of having no neighbor and still a house there, seemingly 
alive...she went home 
And there, sitting at her table was a young boy, 
whom she had never seen before... He had 
frightened her yet, remained calm, and 
explained that he wad only wondering 
Why she had left the note at his table...in the house 
next door...so she calmed down 
And began a conversational attitude with him, and 
learned that his parents had left for 
The supermarket one day and never returned. ..this 
was 100 years ago...she asked this boy How he 
stayed so youthful and he replied that since 
there was no food that this parents 


Would have fed him, if they had come back, that one day, then 
he would have grown, but 
Alas, due to a medical condition that he had he could no 
age, unless he ate. So she felt Upset and pretentious; how 
could she feed this boy and not make him age, because, 
She figured, if you age, eventually you will die...yet 
she didn't want him to starve. So she let him have a 
drink of milk, from her refrigerator and put two 
eggs inside the cup. 
Why two eggs? Because, it just goes to show that milk is 
better for you with some substantial diversity and you might 
stomach 

starving for only one drink in 100 years... So 
this boy left and went to his next door home and 
this lady fell asleep, for 100 hundred 
Years, only to awaken, alone in this next door house 
to find two eggs and a cup of fresh cold 
Milk sitting next to the bed...she would not, however, 
though drink the milk nor have the eggs. So she 
went to see if her home was still next door where it 
was supposed to be, but ithad been Aged and tom 
down, years before. Now this lady was crying, she 
nevertheless ran away, and has 
Been seen here and there haunted, forevermore looking out for 
little starving boys, and cursing 
Those who would not have anything to do with their milk and 
eggs... 
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My twin children. The both of them becoming, two 
girls...ready for life. Pass you by as it comes. Play me a 
lullaby, sing me to tearful rests, unknown for the mother 
we've lost, or just found. Hope filled futures of mystical 
dreamscapes and scientific findings. Theological 
expectations and the steps we need to walk the ways the 
cobblestoned road of evolution. With enough time at nothing 
and treehouses to build, enough to accomplish for at least 
treasures thought not of you...time capsules within. And 
weather predictions an apparatus has been constructed for a 
contraption of ethos or reasoning...at will, there is a way. 
Anew message for my beloved daughters 

and the tea table nailed to the top of their playhouse, nice and 
peacefully, quaint and serene, the yard and their dolled out 
playhouse...an eye for sound dreamer. Waking with the idea. 
You opened your eyes first from within me. You opened my 
heart. My lessons are now likened unto pure chastity as and 
there withstanding the natural connection to our perception 
of this interested experiences, there of the specialists of 
certain an amount of one or two separate fields. The three of 
us allin someway bummed on the mathematics of natural 
selection. And not going in separate directions. We form a 
class of the unknown already. Conglomerated about a 
truth and two imaginary truths. Another, time and the 
compatible parallel 

of the blank page, or the new born ren. Fly or 

die. Not to say a figure of dimensions 

could be learned by stating that the Trinity of God or the 
naturalist point of view ina state or moreover 
beneficial government can and will be given time as an 
allied force of natural surroundings. Compair 

how civilisation has had so much to look back upon. With 
such comfort and/or 

safety much less written? The first books 


are for development as is the 
suplimentary promotions. Can you say 
that a mother has passed on to another 
world... Yet to leave be a memory of 
passing and celebrated works...another 
blessing in knowledge that graces us is 
that determination through this active 
experience has brought about a sense of 

clarity to our documentation. Evident as it may be necessary 
to retain an 

accomplishment. Any of much worth to history. A such 
history of many much ways of remembering things even 
learned or unlearned...people whom in family trees of 
such accord bring light to reason after a lifetime has 
already passed. Into the mystical unknown to sleep of a 
worth of newcomings for those left behind, for all we 
will be and long lasting to become. You see I am only of 
a male perception. I the fratenite must be given a duty 
for your safety and relative world(s). I am sought to 
entertain your notions of mindfulness. 
As is, you there the children of a wealthy 
security to socially stable parameters 
must be giving in to notice, here with total 
openness. Sit lady like and let me see you 
present finally. In my hand I've an object. 
Open your books to page 45. In the book 
of chromosome. And place your palms 
upward so that I may kiss the hand of my 
students. Here at home school, we are. 
And alone. And ready the ways of focus to specifically only two 
aspects of thought...mind and body. However 

romantic this is, must now to say of 

numbers and letters. To sensuality and cleanliness, 

my sincere respects...this 

kiss of wishes and prayers. There will be 
no more of this eroticism. Only in the 
speaking of education, anatomy or 
medicine. To unruling? At your ages again 
of that of both ten years old? Yes? Good, 
yes. Now we move on...your names? 
Smiles alike, and soldier salute; this is not 
a joke. If there is a question of 


conduct I will give you a choice. Kiss your hand, or each 
other's or mine, or none. All ofthe above? Thought 
experiment of course, yet my records show of one 
Dolores E. Wilson and one Samantha E. 


Wilson. Present? Yes, very well. All in 
good hands and disciplined etiquette. Now 
the wavelength of x to 24. y+1=25. 


As of course numbers represented either 

way by letters. (10,14,24) derivative 
(0.041666666). x=abcd. One more number besides chromosome 
count. 
45+1. This lesson begins. This naturalism 
has its utilitarian resourcefulness. How ever 
before relative self explained assertions to 
the explanation not unlike paradox invented 
languages. 
Much to much to do with opinion not the ways 
of absoluteness. No definite script for 
progression of the individual singularity. The 
signal of self faith must be liberated, however 
gracefully, yet what would you kiss if you even 
exist? Ifyou did not, however live to kiss in 
extreme cases, what to do, with a future for 
dutiful worth. That there in triumph or both 
victory and accomplishments a detail for 
subsequent triles and weathered foothold. 
Some thing of this. My breathe, my quiet talk. A book not be a 
resource unto reality 

most accurate accordingly bright towards 
those less shadowed actions of | windowing. 
Shadows of reflections and the infinite ink 
that well up pulsing like a first feeling and 
emotion. Heartfelt procurement for 
community society and intellectual culture 
boundaries. Ago for many years there is 
not untrue a need and/or want for 
mistrust. The natural order of social 
peace comes aloft notwithstanding and 
normal, even repetitive. Daily recourse 
and ritual notions of time massively 
collected by isolation upon a certain 
quarantined scene. Say for the prophet 


of the whole juncture, as purely 
scientific. Say for free pervasive 
recourse, that of a methodical reward? 
Say not the tree groweth that which is 
not planteth. A tree may not grow 
without a planter, a shepherd, a 

creator? Or a ways and means to document order and justice, 
at any point of precept. Many a time at rest. Swaying 
focus and pretenary dreams, you must quantify the 
dreamscape(s). You must look back and wonder. For 
assurance. For precaution and school spirit and clarity. 
Safety upon security. And final 

acknowledgement and rebirth; a sense of renewal of purity and 
self awareness, for the 3 + 0=1. 3 numbers are 1 number, 3 
to be exact. Possibly, 3 stones are 3 separate stones, yet lined 
up in 1 line, is 1 line, and moreover can be triangular, as 
well. Yet 1 triangle, still, made of 3 stones. See? Not too 
difficult. 


Kiss the stones instead of my hand. 


Kiss each other on the lips and embrace 
friendship that will be invaluable as a 
moonlit night. A breath of trust now. A 
matter of pleasure, or interest. Maybe even 
love. Likened to this infallible sensation of 
pleasure, a kiss on the lips of 

each other brings lust. Brings embarrassment and I am sure a 
wonder 

of uncharted standards to fret about. Or maybe, 

as I spy the two young women sleeping under 

my spell and lullaby, I observe their eyes are 

closed. They have 

been writing this notice to you from the 
unconscious state of dreaming. To wake 

and to never know my touch, yet to here a voice of kindness, 
you would begin to worry, maybe of past remembrances. I 
am a victim, you say? Possibly and without question, 
myself. Mother Rachel 
E. Burd to our home and upon her return to an eternal star or 
island of diamonds? 
Quite fit for a king. A child of our own, all 
two of them, and for everyone to notice. 
Once the were seashells, but here there 


are only 1. Hermitage and adventure. The 
immortal debate of question...talking of 
the subjective, or the objective...we see 
that nature provides almost any 
supplement. Ask this notion as a 
question. Or now state you question for 
the record can now be regarded as 

derogatory, in the meaning of kisses compared with stones 
and seashells, for all times sake; if time were only a 
physical property attainable but this transit of thought. 
Not to mention enough of what action or object or action 
upon object, or object upon object, in action of 
subsequent analogy. The parallels of time and space here 
over classical understanding and new age skeptical 
resonance, has a method of | conglomerate energy of sorts 
to it. Now, ifa stone were to be placed inside the 
seashell then kissed by my lovely children, placed within 
a box and left for 45 days safe and undisturbed, then after 
the 45 days uncovered and set to rest, the situation, of 
which the momentum of thought and studying, what is to 
this new system of comprehending that which builds 
character amongst a person's compaired to the supporting 
ofeach other's needs and content, self worth and/or 
effectiveness. Effectiveness 

which has determination now and much needed care. Yet I 
talk of this kiss or this 

affectionate care for a stone or a seashell. So now I 
must clarify what is prominently evident. So here I have 
to provide sanity to any field of study, that of which is 
bent on poking at a conjecture that of infection only to 
become dependant upon disease, 

then, if proper then it be of good nature to 

conclude that if there is but infection then there will become 
sickness. Ifill, then healed. If kissed then stoned? If in 
time made of valuable, seashells. Only kisses can be 
infectious, however communicable. My point of not even 
have acquired 2 daughters, nor stones, nora seashell 
without time from the beginning. 
My acquired space. Our parallel time. 


Transforming reason for science. Lastly I 
must begin to discredit my own words to 
Rachel, the mother of Dolores and 
Samantha. The stone of my love to 


Dolores, the seashell of my evolution to 


Samantha...and all good remembrances to my time for 
the lips of Rachel, kisses. For my pervaising time. My 
enduringly solid a steady roundabout of information for 
those whom appreciate it, or not. 
What those who learn from this study? More 
power to them, yet sorry to those 

who have no solidity...not that that much possible by now 
perceived and assimilated into our ways of an end. That 
of such no child should know, the completion of a 
dream for the way fora begin, again. Love, Patton 
Wilson. 
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In the Light of Delight 
By Patton Wilson 


2018 

Escaping the adventure, we ride the eggs out to the lake unto the 
treehouse that grows to the stars...it will be cold and dark soon. 
theirere will be trouble here. It is not so, for there to be 
otherwise a fit or crying shame of a way to understand. Revise 
the edition. Give another answer...twenty four. X. 1,2,3,4. 
Please be aware of the question at hand. The answers are for the 
revisions underway and, also because of my behavior, and 
eccentric termoils and/or malfunctions? May the way to 
crawl before we walk, is to milk, the way of swimming before 
you crawl. Some must have once never had said...the road to 


perception? The hole in reality that I am. Perception is mine, but 
though we have natural objects-baryonic matter-most of my 
mind is pervaded by empty darkness and dark energies so much 
more apparent is this constant singularity...10, 14, 24...x=abed. 


Then noticing an change in temperate weather ratios add the 
notion of Arctic animals of the past ice age. Over 10000 years 
have passed since then. And 700,000 years before, where there 
were humans of some wayward sort. 

If no one knew it I'd say the listeners of the birds in ape times 
were more prone in the forces to sing, too, being homo sapiens 
to a full degree. 

Forgetfully I noticed the way of silence...and the quiet of travel; 
and chaos for justice. Sleep and Jungian dreamscape bird song 
and what ever bones I've gotten left, remember the forgiven 
God of which we have our daily bread and rent and poverty 
and/or riches, we will be forever immortal and illuminated with 
enlightenment's Galaxy. The vally and hills will sing of the man 
who has no dastardly defeated villains conquered, must be 
disciplined with this every day adventure Quest in the 
parameters of mathematics, how ever finely tuned and propped 
for gravity's revenge, I must alas and also remind ourselves and 
our witness's eye of this improper say, must you have a question 
for to a means of an conclusion. The next way to understand the 
unplanned 


surprise of a wavelength of an equation is to relate to 45 + 
1=46. Chromosomes... DNA. RNA fastest to parallel 
incontrovertible new age biomedical engineering of this new 
message. My biorhythms are still awakened in this unicorns 
shed. Hay in bed. Waking this vision, this reality of it's own. 
Smell the wake and face the music. One man's paradise is 
another man's other side of the fence. This fence is part of this 
reality we live within. So as to have my hole in which we are 
within this realty I must relate to perceiving my version of the 
natural truth, we must coexist upon any subject on the table of 
perceiving truth, respectively. 

There is a tree where I know only to bloom eggs, so once in 
snowing day the tree was struck by lightening and caught 
fire...scattering the doves in the tree branches, the doves flew 
into the creek, where the Rose bushes are. The thunderclap of 
this connection of electricity from the sky realm of cold. The 
sheep in the field were frightened unto the roses in the creek, 
choas...blood in the waters of night frozen in Shepherd time. 


Infinite egg blooming egg tree. This tree blooms universes...the 
singularity is the spark of glowing radiation and variating 
microbiome all ready to be membranes for the micro nor the 
macro, quantum electron (-). 
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Evolutionary Mathematics Paper (3=4) 
Patton Wilson (686657) x=abed 
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25872/45=574.9333333 

25872/574.9333333=45 .000000002608998 
574.9333333/630=0.9097045886 Intro: 

A fire flame explained with mathematics. Would the 
mathematics within the physics compair to the physics within 
another universe? Is there a middle point, there where the two 
(fire and other universes) meet? Also, the "place" where fire and 
multiverses meet and/or correlate, are only perceivable, now, as 
the elemental fire. Are there suns within other unierses? Suns 
are made elementally, of fire (suns are nuclear explosions so 
great that gravity holds a sun in one, usually, for at least certain 
"moments". So to speak, the fire flame may have relative 
parrallels concerning, now, just about any thing. Life is warm 
and we have evolved from fire in the first place, apparently (i.e. 
The BIG BANG). Perception of this is, though, is formatably 
evident, just upon the thought or meditation of fire as a 
mathematic. Regardless the more still, I wonder what a fire 
flame would even look like in this other universe. It is up for 
you to decide for yourself, if you would like to, all the more 
transfixed or contemplated. "Shadow needs light needs 
shadow," so to speak. Life on a planet cannot thrive without 
inantimate objects (that in which being are not alive without 


substinence). Or you could say that one does not get something 
for nothing. All in all this is true, especially concerning 
experimentation. 


€{Y +] [}=P- A/24)abed -co-V 

=(zw)y x=abed (w^ ), (k*14) 

(0) * x +y = | n|9V-8 

(1) xy=tabed 

(*)rm=4xty 

0.458=74.597*0.000061%x45 

H-B-T(e)*BAO=x(abc) 9*0458“(x=abed) 
abcd[CMB(9)]}+[BAO(8)]=[HBTe(45)][SNe(11*7)]/[(E*hv 
Wy)x] x=24, y=22 P10(c=38)11 t10- 
SNe=1(t)*k=52(xy)18r r=t2xy t=1.5c(0*3)%d11 (if: 
45ca=46cb) y117*9=45x(A3B) x*45(9)=abcdt 
y*45(8)=abcdt x=abed y=iadk z=bck^11.7 

x=AB2CD (k*45) A*=B x(0- 9)A=10B 

p2=3r/A cr=x2yz x=abcd 

(w5) (2) 

1/8=2/9 

0.458=e (abcd) 

(3) ehd-009=z 10=24 2=22 x=abced x=24 x=abcd() (x)45 = 
y(9.8) 

(4) 

(k*0.012345679) x9=abcd8 

0.012345679n=xabcd 

=x=abced (k*0.012345679) 

Conclusion: 

4=6* (i.e.etc.et.al_ Lambda Eta 

Feild Theory-045) Net cosmological hyper-constants: 
-0.012345679 (686657)045 

Relative Perceptive Theory: x 

(abcd) 

Cosmological Constant: 0.012345679 

Suggestion: Universes are Infinities 

Example: -0.012345679^0.012345679 

Note: Negative Infinities may also be Universal 

Negative Universes may be Connected to Black Holes Black 
Holes have a value greater than infinity while at infinity, 
positively charged, of course, etc.eg_(i.e.etc.et.al.) 

String Theory and Superstring Theory and M Theory: 3=4 
(abcd=x) Lambda 

Eta_045: 4=5 (abcd=x) 

(5) 


y=t (xabcd) 
44+2d=x=abcda* (y^3) xy=45ne (vwz^0) x2=abcda* 


n Vœ t=c-1=9=8=yx+ x=abcd=y-21n x=abed (y=25) x=24, 
abcd=24 
3=4 


(8) T= x=abcd (k*14) x=a2bede* (k^5) 


X2Y(DuDd)A2B2CD=xn-1 
DuDd=X2YA2B2CD 

691200=42144 

A2B2CDX2Y=DuD4d (10) x=a2bede(n-1) 
x=abcd-1 x-e=abcde 
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Little String, Solid String The 

Story Of A Larger String by 

Patton Wilson (686657)ehd9 

Forever strings bound in two strings, coiled in 
hyperdreams...astral detector and ekg machine, ready for my 
experiment. string one-hollow string two-solid multi- 
stringtime string we have two spaces and one time string(s), 
now...undemeath the ocean of hyper-space in vessels that 
traverse this universe. gravity dwells in the heart of this star, 
where is the quasar located in the center of our galaxy? 
tommarrow's building blocks are the pasts' achievements. Never 


know untill the present arrives, sleepy head...wake. awaken. 
snow filled eyes with cry tears and bouncing strings in the 
woodlands and up in the mounatins, where is the quasar within, 
Sagittarius A*? Milky 

Way yellow hole and extra universal exo moon probe 
mathematician. physics are quantafied as beautiful and aged 
withing the vessels hyper string coil traveling in pools of milk 
and water...entropy is pure and settled...frozen blindness, and 
homesickness...traverse the set programmer chaotic_how ever 
the metal is melted and added to the milk and the milk is the 
added sulfer...next, within the water pool add crystals from the 
southern experiment. also where gas mask available do not use 
unless of health reasons_call the doctor psysician and ask them 
if they woud like to know if understanding is reality for 
artificial nano-satelite recievers or if they would like to watch a 
film or there holiday is bad or good for reasons of resiliance. for 
reasons of secrecy and achievement as an acoomplished 
scientist/engeneer or for health benefits within concerns labeled 
unorthadox or nonpure to the facilty of movement of neurons 
and neutrinos or anti-matters. Congratulations 

To The Eco-Friendly Planet 

Patton Wilson 

686657.ehd9(401-17-3730_W96-849-266) 

Dear God, 

Thanks to Rachel Elizabeth Burd (r.i.p.) 

For ever follow your memories to the islands and the stars of 
heaven...three lines; triangle compaired 

to a circle, with in a box. In side this box also is located the map 
and keys to a future of expedition mountaineering and 
reconnaissaince exobiologist hermetic degree 9.686657 
(Planetary Society) robotic explorer marsian probe dweller 
burial proceedings: time capsule from year 2017 and with 
information to computer sciences and manuels and technical 
field guides...survival equipment-radio tower/solar panels. 

Base power grid wind power generator and oxygen suplies (for 
high altitudes). Good journey ARCH-RACHEL. 

All my love to you, you'll be missed, never forgotten, to me...on 
and on. 

Series Staus-All is Well, Mission(s) Completed One After The 
Next. Epsilon 

46c. AADD ABHEAA x=abcdE 

[7.0 (SLPOE)]-Lt. Colonel James Patton Wilson_(686657)ehd9 
Sincerely Yours, 

Patton Wilson 
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Introduction To Hermetic Defenses (0) 

Defences come at you like an attack. Roads lead to history. 
History repeats itself, within bounds of prognosis. Attack the 
combat. 

The way will be lead for those who persist. Actions of gears and 
power. Mechanical time. 

Proportions of dimensions...fractions of dimensions, too. The 
vectors and systems of analysis explain itself as space(s) and 
time. As if it were only that simple. It may be, but only in, 
perhaps, available anti-matter (deep space strings). Or, you 
could say, quasi-reactions and hyper-changes (membranes of 
collision). Even still, those things which we may not overcome, 
they are...some have tried, yet here in the laboratory this is as if 
a liquid. Fluid is important. Do humans and/or any life need 
water? Yes. So fluid gravity has been reported as a 
communication device, if you 

will, that travels...our satelite, the one we found fallen from the 
stars, 

when i was a child...we never reported it, we've kept it secret 
this whole time. In order for procurement we have burried this 
machine's hardware under the ground in a restricted grounds, 
privately and carefully. Now, in order to congregate here at our 
base bunker in this island set, we must program the coordinates 
to our past find. Compared to this satelite that fell from the sky, 
there was a previous project online at the time and originally 
only one book remaining in our oringinal plan to uncover. This 
book was not yet said to be aquired for study and science. I 
hereby suggest that we reprogram the satelite only to 
communicate this book and all it's words. This specific book. I 
know this book, yet our council has never had the time nor 


patience for me to this very day. As a matter of fact I have been 
hired by the air force in order to correct the trajectory of the test 
area grounds...also for some upgrades and new buildings. The 
update is that most recently our book, so most reverently 
mentioned, is with me here today as I have dug up the 
hardware, the flight recorder, and the satelite transmitter 
communications signal becon. We are a good way from the 
tundra-island port. This is a transmission code security breach 
emergency relay, so to speak. Please select an extension and 
leave a message, if you have an important matter concerning. 
Top secret, confidential and classified are the locations of your 
find... we found another satelite on the moon Ganymede of 
Jupiter, fallen from an unknown source. Our mission is to 
salvage the two of the alien satelites and reconvien on Mars at 
Astusapes Base Camp. There we shall have much more 
protection. There, also, we will be briefed further. There we will 
know our survival and our power. Ongoing, I have sent a 
newsletter to the media and press. By the time you read this our 
team will be underway with our operations and I will be long 
dead. My thoughts and prayers are with you on this cold 
winter's day, as we will prevail. Remember, my name is Kelvin 
Andrews Stevens, Lieutenant Colonel, bounty hunter at hand, in 
my own write. Good bye and God Bless. Over and out... 
Quantum Para-Pychology And Psychiatric Chaos (1) When I 
went to the doctor I sat in the waiting room. It was dark and the 
exit sign was glowing. I could not escape, though, even if I 
wanted to. Seems haunted to say I would probably die and they 
would save my life if they did not. All on a plan, a schedule for 
the year's income, you know. I even volunteered or it would 
have been illegal for the police to bring me here in the first 
place. In other words they, most likely could murder me if they 
had not brought me to this mental ward. The actress that had 
charges brought upon me concerning my sanity was okay, at 
least. I had not thought that I had bothered her. But alas, 
someone had gotten the idea to harm me with this new, yet, 
completely inclusive and political move. I had been born 
retarded, at least with a mental illness, they had now said-the 
hospital. Not even stylish was I. This secure and immune 
"move" was irreversable and expensive. Just a procedure to 
check my chemical levels and calibrations within my 
neurosequences and biorythms, at least, I'm sure. Finally, after 
the scan I stayed in the ward in Bell View Hospital and was 
released after weeks of experimental tests and scrutiny. When I 
arrived to this point in my life they must have said, "At least he 


has enough to eat." Just enough to insinuate how to control me, 
my destiny, my fate and my future liberal freedoms, without me 
even being able to notice how to act for myself. Responsibility 
is only an opportunity away. Respect now or forever hold your 
values ever unsaid, untouched, and/or unaccomlished. Nice 
projects for me now are EBT food stamps and social security 
disability benifits. The sruggle for money is a high priority and 
it seems as 

I have expenditures that I can and may take finacial care(s) 
within and about, yet I have no way to fill a gap of poverty, if 
one opens. Hopefully my finances will be stable enough, 
perhaps in enough order that I may stay a'float, so to speak. All 
of what I say is the only way to know of the cruelty of medicine 
and its long lasting effects. Posibly only abusive enough to 
make a personality molded into blind peralysis, catatonic 
demensia and even brain damage; towards even percieving that 
abuse we endure (...of suffering) with which we all know so 
tenderly and love, forever and ever...yet unattested are the 
professionals who so abdoringly turn their backs and give the 
cold shoulder to those who have no hope, from within. Here 
there is no way for a road to be built in order to wlak away from 
a car accident. There is no way for a train to wreck, or a plane to 
crash, complete harm and substinence is a tool for instumental 
mechanics concering release and unattested expression. Pitiful, 
almost, new age abstractions and alarm bells can never be loud 
enough...for this prescription of jealosy and unkind greed; a 
way to suppress the health care 

standards for the reason of action against reaction. Hence, 
lowering the actual standards to meet the requirements of 
present day engineering and science(s). Not unlike raising a 
curtain to show a door prize below. So, next the victim is me, 
and the professionals earn there keep...a lesson 

learned and a hard day's work accomplished. Earn money at this 
technique 

and ether the client or professional is successful. Usually the 
class driven 

professional. The class driven vegatable is only a product of 
neccessity and wanton medicine, never for impurity, nor 
friendship. Friends do not allows friends to be friends when 
friends are a lying conflict of interest. Reasoning this attraction 
by ESP cards is more viable, when chaos is all around 
competition and life only prevails as a survial mechanism of 
small worth and/or benefit. In other words, only what is most 
important tends to happen. 


And as we must neutral concede; history repeats itself, 
repeatedly variating infinitly. 

Anti-Matter And Thermodynamic Cosmology (2) 

Turning off the instrument for ever wasn't easy. It was not 
unlike any difficulty of extreme accomplishments and 
discoveries. We made sure I would never remember any of this 
unless I could somehow know the cause of matter itself. And by 
the luck of understanding I have now uncovered approximatley 
24 

string symbols, of worth to the power of 31 or so...31 split into 
three 

numbers is 10 10 11. Super duper. M-String Brane, reality might 
as very well now has become...as painfully healing as it may 
sound life is balanced upon this M-String Brane. Light the 
visuals of sound itself...it is only a callibration, hypothetically 
away from as plane as being the universe itself, 13.8 billion 
years old, of course, approximately. By then upon then, eg. 13.8 
billion years from now we might be better off, even, as 
antimatter. Life would be many times as non-existant as the Big 
Bang. Life we would be as evolved as a human being to the 
power of 31, possibly? Or, as plain baryonic liquid could 
evaporate instanly on fire we could not need bodies and 
infinities for restriction(s). 

It would be as if the secret alien resistance has united from 
interstellar propriety of physical properties and observers we 
would be. So how long has it been since minced humans 

have designed more than two things? 

Technology and a good book. 

Nature is obsolete. If there is a chance for change (with 
reactions), even if there is no evidence of matter existing, then 
there could obviously be matter (with reactions). No cause for 
alarm. Nature is obsolete. The powers of the stars of heaven are 
for those memories and visions of now and tommarrow, then 
where the matters have anti-reactions...Black holes are for white 
holes, within. Inside a note of information I could not 
understand to know, turning off this technology, and then an 
instumental mind of complexion it would become, to care of a 
finding of non-existance and death as forever renowned as this 
M-String Brane. 2 things remain, and alas. Twice the time, in 
only thrice the space. 24 and 13 and 13...2 thing remain...time 
and space, psysiologically speaking. Mind and matter. 
Pathology Report: Calabi-Yau/Riemann Model(s) of being, 
complete with flesh and bone and marrow, and mind. 
Mindfullness of heartbeat and arrousal to various stimulae 


located within the penis, anus and testicles... mouth and feat. 
Question the faith...it fails you faster than they can invent your 
normal homo erectus. Anal aenema and oraface torture, below 
the waste, in order for you to ejaculate me, not personally of 
course, properly done over by caduceus authorized medical staff 
upon involuntary duty to evolutionary anatomy and psychology. 
However purging to culture and society, there is a reason for 
you to be brought to realize that if humanity had two things to 
do, there would be three. Time/Space. Time. Space. No other 
items of interest and/or complaint, unless the order to call my 
life insignificant is a problem for you. 

Eat this and swallow, next repeat, and take life like the man you 
are. Be responsible and you could even put us in a cage and 
plug the cage into a light socket. 

Let me go off like a real american hero, today, and for 
tommarrow, in repeating history, or stories and song. To be no 
legend is to be no myth. To be as always unknown is my cause. 
Before the time comes for me to die, then I will always know, 
respectfully, that this perception of mine of this so called such 
reality was as much as needed for anyone inasmuch as 
neccessary for the country and me as a civilian citizen for the 
time of me. 

Theology And Anthropological Mechanics (3) 

Hot cups, full of life. Death drinks only a sip at a time since the 
day I became a man. Age before beauty, yet rite of initiatives 
can be too much. To suffocate to death and drunk too much...my 
granddaughter is my heroin, and my mind is smashed upon the 
hand of my grandson...then I woke up on a stretcher in the 
military, ready for action and combat! And alas, the killer of 
anti-killer...the mysterious family continues no one killed any 
one in that family...too stupid, eh? Use the tape recorder to find 
all about retreat. Retreat from woman of love, see if she follows 
and resilliance becomes revival. It it only a favour for me to 
say laughter is a good meal, anyway...tastes good with sauce 
and salad. Smoked lettuce, please. Blind always is always we 
were. Now that she seperated herself from our clutches and 
belongings we moved to playing tapes to help people, and with 
the technology activated, we see a degree of dimensional 
shifting. 

M-Theory is for membranes or strings? Tricky answer, and don't 
forget to brush you teeth. Time for long boring speach. 
Insinuating that if people were actually that irresponsible, then 
would it matter if we were allowed to be this ironic way of 
sadness, the sadness of intelligence and understanding. Also my 


way of resisting the ways in which some try to force me to 
feel...not a problem. It never gives reason to become insolent 
though. Only lonley, or even lonely in a croud. Or hurt behind 
the bleachers after PE. Raped. Not understanding of quantum 
fix the girl from the camp. 

No more time to know, a man must have felt more pain for than 
he had thought he was in even before he raped me. Hermetic 
enlightenment...planetary culture within life within being? 
Being of life at risk or safe. You cannott believe...unless it 
occurs to you that the only way to believe is to see, amongst 
many other ways, of course, of comprehending. 

Anti-matter comprehension, though? It is an ellusive matter. 
Leaves me dizzy and happy to realize my subject matter is of no 
concern to you. So alas, with a sly wink the blue hero 
disapeared into the matter of which ant-matter becomes 
antimatter from the origional building blocks of the next solar 
system, in which our solar system is made of. 

Ask the Native Lakota at Saint Joseph's Children's School. They 
need donations, yet I owe them a recommendation of referral 
and voucher for such kindness and politeness. 

The Blue Hero will continue. 

Electrical Engineering And Cyber-Electrostatics (4) 

Hello, my heart is now a'beat...I am Patton Wilson...I would like 
to say to whom-ever read this book (thank you, so much). And 
when I have to say much to you, the reader, I must contend to 
confess of a gratitude for those readers who even may 
comprehend and allow, even, this write to be here today; past, 
present, future... have much to give even more the ever so. The 
appreciation to my contentment, of latter, of whom I have had 
little contact with; and moreover even still cherish the memories 
upon which any community member of my sort may parrallel 
and/or status could bestow (etc.). In school perhaps my mates 
and I were quite commonplace here amoung them the man NC 
and JW2. Now when I was very very young there were NF, EF 
and BF not to mention NF, or TW. So, that is 7. Next more the 
latter was mostley GC, or maybe WC. So on blastes the years 
(lights from the stars of heaven bestowed upon us all). Gracious 
say the TEW7. Oh, by the way my only father's are now after 
all NCR and JWE6...TEW7 remember the LDW7? Yes, of 
course. 

The hungry, then the two BB and BB. 

The JA the BA, MC, MG; we got CC through with CC too! And 
TEW7 it is just greeting time, eh? 


Really. Now, on and on, if this were previous true and 
reality...more JBS, LCP, AP the rest. CP, AP, and MTP. Now 
TEW7 was greeting a dong ding along song sing a bit 
intersting... 

There is more; DH was Godfather, JA and WEW and JLR, HL, 
RF, and 'RL', 

DBW1 and DWW2. 

GK, G and J, RR, of course BH, and LL, JM and KGW, AGF, 
and JW. AA and MM, RA, SA, and MB. 

LEB and me drank the drunk all of us and a game of survival till 
the very end have and nice and sheep o'negative a'day. TEW7 
say hi and hello to HD and REB RM and them DM and 
dandy and farmly...so, you see we have alot to cover in this 
barren reality parrallel. 

String Theory And Occam Razor (5) 

I work for justice. I give respect. I honor Ednie, the true reader 
of this book...and once moreover to Lucynda__(r.i.p.)__ to 
whom we conversed likened at upon each other at the supper 
table, when grand mother 

Katherine was 500 years of age old there was hope, hence, from 
only (sandy and cold) ELM TREE HILL (IDA MEDIA 
DEPOT). Though it may be for islanders and tundrans. All the 
way in America, to where, the story and alas, begins ever 
lastingly. Read carefully we mean you, no harm, no foul (minus 
the smell), we are and/or have been peacefull and always and 
always nonviolent. Ever most day I move to the cared for sofa 
and a stable static resilliance for all, because of your sentience, 
good Ednie. I am faithfully regretfully happy. Though to state 
the dimensions of the differentail equation(s) I may differentiate 
upon, might be calculated for you already. I know it is cold and 
unkind sometimes we have hope though immortally and almost 
for all. No one wilt shake our faith-we keep our sincerity quite 
upbeat and gracefully differentiated. Last Lucynda-this girl was 
allright, perhaps. She was not unlike you, as a matter of fact 
upon which all facts are reliant upon...we mean no harm, we 
give you substinence...another team of Lucynda and Ednie, 
nonetheless ever happened, to reveal the most top secret (it was 
viable to adopt) for Lucynda and Ednie. Maybe she was met by 
Ednie? Did you see her? And then we see her away. She left and 
away she goeth (to rest). She was a successful little creature and 
lived 17 years. My homestead is my living quarters of my 
fathers' house and my summer, the funtime. By 250 from here 
on out we are confused about some time and some space(s). (for 
when we are now). For King Alaxanderson VII. Hail! 


Tahkamahnelle (10-14) 

This is not good when you have singularity. You may 
experience some dizziness from tape chord records. 

Liability is a mere comodity when the time you spend on energy 
is less than the space you live within a certain domain of 
precognition of scenery and surroundings...esp. the 

woodlands of an icey islands. Even more eg. Within the 
boudaries of a future not ever attainable, there is a place, 
10000 years from now, where the world of Earth, it's 
civilization of humanity and the like have become non the 

less doubled in time by this future. And the three islands 

have a survivalism not unlike the shape of a salamander. 

The islands are situated in the North Central Region of the 
Blueegrass, where I now am situated; writing this book. This 
book is bent on adaptation and polite egocentric mindfullness. 
Even hospitals and satelites 

scatter the beach front of a lowely 1000 acres worth of three 
lands. The 

smallest of the islands, the middle 

of the set is the girls' school. The eastern most island is the boys' 
school. The western most island (the 

one with the largest quanity of land, per say 600 acres) is the 
hubub or capital of the islands three. This is where the college 
is located, and also the harbor. It is very much cold and 
mounatainous, also filled with forests of foiliage (plants and 
treesthe like). 

Tetnobautte (24-14) 

The world is host to very few a population on this island. There 
are ways to stay secluded in order to remain. 

I've invented a solar array form of radio wavelength and a cell 
phone tower. Power generators. Wind powered energy and 
substinent evolutionary statistics which are highly unlikely 
ever to have arrisen at all. Though, 

usually when there is in evolution a nothing factor to a 
singularity chart 

of numbers there are also letters. x=abcd (34-14) 

Offset callibratation: 45% 

Set Frequency: 221-12 
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Patton Wilson 

Manuel Mimicry 


A question in your mind is worth all my pain...yet all the pain in 
your mind is only a question. 

If a similar attitude is an idea, then all I have to do is be 
questioned. When I care for you I know nothing of your person, 
yet this effort to hate someone is only an idea of hate. 

If I could swim to death, only to care for you. 

Thoughts of avoiding my false claim is to you only blind, 
therefor I am incoherent. 

Put a person through itself and never let it know the truth of 
your perception of my claim of question... 

Make an idea understandable and then allow someone to have 
liberty is to me as if there is freedom, yet 

this justice is all that there is needed for you to know complete 
and utter truth. 

If there is control, then there are people. If there is a solution in 
me, for you, then there may only be 

complacency. Because of this I will know my own heart. If 
submission is democracy, dominance is evolution. 

Love is rejection. You are my best friend. And I am your 
enemy. Only those who are concerned are those who relate to 
my misperception of those whom I love...and this is true 
victory over a sadness too overwhelming for anyone to 
comprehend. If you ever can know me, then I am not love. I 
am your victim of misguidance... 

I only wish you knew this were true. And that you actually 
loved me. I would know, if only I could feel. 

If only you knew what I was even saying...because when I am 
dead not one single soul can ever admit to who 

I am. It is not a prospect of comfort to be known by women. I 
am not a gay. I am not a bisexual. I am not a homosexual. I am 
a heterosexual. Because women are forever blind and 
impathetic for them selves Iam chase. Not for any religious 
purpose, but for reasons of safety. For reasons of good health, 
because I am heterosexual, 

I will never love anyone in a sexual manner. Also, for the reality 
that females are dilusional, I will not speak 

anyone persons ever and to the best of my abilities. For you, 
TWEIMC, you may never ever know me. You may never 
know why I dislike ever single spirit or persons ever. Yet still I 
love them...there is a problem I have 

about all of you two faced tit 4 tat peices of nothing to me ever 
for 

never, always. So leave me to be alone 


in every single way, always. Only those who need and have to 
speak to me only to obey the law of law, then PLEASE never 
ever bother with me, my house, my loves of life of such, and 
my business. Now, for I will 

destroy those who will not! Good ridence to all, who will never 
know to the death of me or any of the above 

matters. I want not to do with any point of buisiness, having to 
do with any human being. Nor any animal 

for that being of incarnation. You people of the human race are 
actually evil, and needs need to be made to protect myself 
from you all...if you would like to leave a meesage, please do 
not...all of you are meer 

animals and need not kill me, this planet nor anyones but 
yourselves...ASAP. I sertuosly doubt, any way that, 

after what I have learned from you, you will never 

accomplish absolutely anything good or productive. 

You are savage heathenistic and barbaric lowley evolved 
murderers who need to be all done up with self pity. And 

you stink and smell terrifiacally horible. If you have any idea 
why you may never know what is your 

interests' then never leave me a message about it. You would 
never and ever understand. Now, let yourself know this very 
well, of course, and this message to you humans all but 
myself, you are sick beasts and must 

become more effcient and effective homo-sapiens. You are a 
crime. And I am not at all mentally ill. I am not a sociopath, nor 
am I psychotic, nor mentally ill-at all. I am not even ever 
retarded. All ready I wish that all of you would die, now and for 
ever more, AMEN. You never cease to see me not. This is 
merely a recording of play...this is only a dream that is rejected. 
I would say, now, that you have no idea of who 

I am, too. If you ever get enough life inside of you please ask 
me for something. I would surely die for it. 

I would have surely lived for it, before. And mostley, you need 
to feel spectacular, and/or perfect, for ever. 

Now someone is dead for this...someone is goingto die, again, 
and again. 

For the freedom and liberty of me. 

Saying goes-survive and adapt, kill if needs be to live, and 
especially never make friends with a person who is like you 
and has your evil part in life.._prison can always be a better 
place than this. Goodbye and God Bless. 
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Chapter One-Rachel And The Machine Of Past Rememberances 
When you know I am at home, what's the point in playing 
dumb. I know that we are both here to see eachother, 
eventually; there's no reason to hide-I laugh. You cry. Inside 
we're all but one-the same order of principles. In the room with 
four walls, what time is it on the grandfather cromozone clock? 
Tok Tik. 

What time is it on your very own reliable cromozone tik tok on 
the wall clock? Very wasteful it may be to say that noone has a 
biological clock Ifa man has a chemical suit. Tomarrow 
we will waste another soothing time and work away the 
wonderous years, gracefully, in bereavments such as these 
within the abusive family there is room for more european Pope 
to demonstrate his powers. 

It's all over my head; this meaningless science is. This angry 
meaningless scientist. | How soothing _ How, you could 
even say, very 

wastefull_ _ though not very much of this is fact and evidential 
truth. So 

Sorry. In reality it is only a way to know eachother-from lover 
to lover. Rachel, my fiance, has become sick and died__ She 
has had enough. Every twisted truth concerning her life, now, 
has and did come to an abrupt halt; faltering at a stop. 
Everyone's changed, by this empty space unfufilled within there 
hearts _I'd like to say it's a cold harsh truth, and, in fact it 
isn't, perceptivlly. So Sorry. My lover has no proof, no 
whereabouts yet, I will leave now for space and other planets 
(aerospace) in my vessell (aeronautics) and my wages (defense) 
and war (dept.) and for recovery (AADD). 

Tomarrow will be the same after next and today is just an 
example of my vigilance and turnabout guerrillas. Flying now 
through the corridors of within I find the everpervaiding 
vacuum of ethereal space. Space within, without space. Dark 
realms of light glowing read books never ever written. Only to 
burned. My ship is my carriage and my vessell may become my 


string, flowing carelessly in the energy I arise to meet the new 
day blue suns. Stars alike in the yellowish and the other 
marroons of planetary moons. Exo-life and biophysics. 
Marshmallow vivalynnes and deserts hot like ice is cold...Bring 
me life of your outcasted one's...Bring me joy- Bring me pain. 
And alas, I shall never see my spaceship and Rachel again. 

It does not matter to me what computational haphazards wizards 
I may be able to figure out, though, I should not be concerned, 
because fear is key to fear and I am only meaning less to the 
known calculations where about'ste other worldly universes and 
I know if I were to spawn forgetfulless into just one another 
universe then would you know how to believe I have 
accomplished this if I never really had found my way 

back __i.e.etc.et.al? Forces spawn forces. 

Hearing this do you now not believe? There is no need, only 
examples are the illuding necessary for essential realms of my 
consciousness to expand within a wild tub of cherry jello. This 
is not only time to travel as we know it; this is also instability or 
insecurity...Mostly people believe insecurity and unstable 
people, relatively speaking, are forms of handicaps and the 
disabled; but this explanation is never enough. Biology points 
out that Occam's Razor cuts talents like blades of grass a lawn 
mower and/or fractals about cosmolgies (i.e. theories or facts) 
shows us the meaning of trees which fractals are like 
universe(s). There is only one solution. There are many 
idiosyncratics that might not one day find me here alone [(me) 
thinking of the Rachels' on Earth long time and space ago, but a 
theory of all everything is insignificant parrallelled with 
intelligence. 

This intelligence has lost me, they, my peers and my fellow 
community memebers think to say not (at least to say me, 
myself and I)]. Though, this is a y-cromozone. X-cromozone 
mirrors DNA more than reflect sunlight in my lifetime 
perceptively, to me, even if I spent my time transfixed in study 
of these mirrors, but I'm not illusiarry, I am not a void and I am 
not of any nullness. 

What so, in fact, I am writting is only, a fraction multiplied of a 
fraction of electricity energized and used as ink. And such a link 
as this is only a fraction od electricity in the trees surrounding 
me, for the universe is not one one tree__It has many, but, I 
suspect that, it has no qualities of universal oneness of anything 
but an everlasting reverse growing tree qulity to it as I observe. 
As I have observed and shall always observe, movingly. A 
repetition only ends this universe, though, if you were to grow a 


'Rachel-tree' upside down within the ground base of electricity 
relatively you would find a backwards inverted opposite tree or 
as I call it an egg tree fit to never fail me, or life in general 
and/or also you would find the big-band happening when an egg 
fell from this reverse tree, hitting, it's ground and sprouting our 
universe on the other side-spawning a magnetic ground and a 
beginning to our life here on Earth syncronic to a heartbeat on 
an Photomultiplier Machine; Though, the Photomultiplier 
Detector needs the one true CalabriYao everything plugged into 
it's hardware and out into our room to see now this: What time 
is it on this cromozone clock in which we now see as M- 
Theory? 

..And just then the chime belle of Rachel tree clock(s) rang this 
number of times, universally heard as: xy=tabcd (UPSIDE 
DOWN). 

Chapter Two-The Book Of Physics: (According To Svenne) 
And 

(i.e.etc.et.al.) Lambda Eta Inside the chamber of 
electromagnetic prose we see that it is dangerous for an artist to 
be redundant. Brainwaves change into biorythmic angers when 
pressed and/or pulled/pushed to exceedingly farcely...1 am now 
describing (the circle) that of which there are linearly 45- 
ciclical 46. 

Gene pool of biorhythms (only) require, in myself, a 
discernment of caduceus hospital and otherwise medics (i.e. not 
myself)-(e.g. conflict of interests). Tomarrow in directions to 
the next day are only discoveries of lacking mindfullness and 
flowered care. 

Are you and I genetically immature? Compariably no; though, 
studies show time may be never ending and never beginning as 
it is possibly, multiversal. If you say, in the universe come and 
see the forever impossibility that in five billion years we do not 
exist anywhere, ever again (as the humanity [humanity] that we 
are), we might so be able the ways and means of creation 
destruction and recreation we may exist tomarrow, relatively, 
only tomarrow in other universes ___ maybe to 
extradimensional creatures who have obtained to the abilities 
that of which evolution permitts, etc. then it is safe to say that 
we may never become extradimensional creatures, not even in 
other universes, ever. In this book I will not discuss dice or 
much of any of the accertation of God or myself as coming to 
an (evolutionary) end, though given expressed pretences I think 
it is safe to say that intelligence is only abnormal in 


cultures/societies, what not, of the restraint there in pertaining 
to 

deviences obtained (however criminal in nature), 
psychologically conveyed scientifically not only in 
opinions of theory but also in belief, realization, and 
understanding (e.g. KNOWLEDGE) however unobtainable 
these key essential elementaries may co-exist, into being. It is 
very pure to know that, also, all things (no matter what) which 
co-exist must mesh and formulate into cause and effect. A light 
this discovery the south sky was dark. I took my rifles and put 
them in my cabinet and politics and told my people, the ones 
who do not understand that, alas, I am only a lark. My eyes are 
cold and my memory blank; though I do not feel much towards 
this soverien forsaken table top in-as-much as I can muster this 
jungle to feel my feet walk across this path. Stark is the cosmic 
rythms and apart the seperate glow of everlasting embankments 
and only can a true pilgram journey so__ only the rugged 
whistles blow and the tastes in my mind knows the victimless 
and abused. I am not even still not in accusations. I always like 
you when the shifts of shapes happened to keel over and to 
kneel knights over green and white for even olden mountains 
because within my alien heart I know that girl at the table with 
her quill and pen, ink and turben, clothed, is blind so, I cry 
and I cried because I was guilty and embarrased for myself also, 
too___and for my holy sacred smiles I will always sew what I 
do not reap. My eyes are for her. 

I can only say that she is sorry for me and for my mistaken 
vows; my falsities and my veins will this poet and his destiny 
answer fates for all. 

My girlfriend is not an accuser. My questions cannott be. She is 
an abuser but the contaminated in the hard concrete be for the 
stones of which I fly towards are only because of me. I threw 
them at the maple tree. I have forgiven my self and forgotten the 
laughter which anoide this human, this delinquent human kind 
(oh, so kind is only she). I remember, now, how young she was, 
yet, I am for ever in tears now for laughing at her self ____and 
for causing her happiness to rot her life to a point of sadness 
and hear her say: Here sies against a humanity of civilized 
inhumanity off to grate the water forth ever and neverlasting 
(my fingers)-my fingers are small, my hands in suicide prayers 
for children and myself, a small aged and dying alien, me. Why 
o'might I die? I might, I might. I might now not. No. She will 
not let me. I do not, though, see...I see nothing but our tradgedy 
human! Listen to me! Can you hear? Can you feel? Can you 


sense only through my blindness and your's both ours' two, too, 
to be even? I feel the cold story travels of living inside of 
me__I feel the poet's heart inside my tree. Inside me mine 
heart beats. I know now that she believes in me. Upon mine 
head a magic reality is not ended, yet, to she it is-yet, some 
people say that one day immortality is for gifts of all be 
nonsenses, also of the ways of which I knew herself and the 
ways of which she is. They do also, too, say that a witch lives 
through that hollar, young Svenne, and I shall say these saying 
things and saying sing: 

"The blowing and the brushing of the wind scares me, though, 
he will savior be? 

On and on and the magic flute songs Play my friend, may you 
all-all along! 

Play a round, my tree my stupid boy 

Play like the fire's play with other girl's hearts and burnt, them 
eyes and tells them's rights from wrongs' 

On and on and the magic flute songs Play my friend, may you 
all-all along! 

Play a round, my tree, and know me my do and 

Play play, song sing and Song." 

Alien Heaven, while, I brush mine brushes, here rings and ne'er 
has to fly again. How right from written wrongs another vast 
pattern. Another vengent and marmolade hollarde witch doth 
wilt. Wilt you'rne mourning stupid boy; little life be dead 
tomarrow death execute her head! 

The witch through the hollar heard me said...and I love you and 
I like you, know my life's and write them. 

The end of child pain again, Svenne. Hear lies and rests hear 
peaces of rest in peace all over peices of bread...She lives for 
me. Is there any anythings in her head? How beautiful she is 
and I am well against her member and her product of breast and 
suckled her legs in between and all around and against her back 
and a'fourth swirling untill she milks over and over and her 
child, again? 

0=9 

Evolution does not matter-abide-creation dies to create 
evolution amaebatrylobyte incarnations inside of powers 

alive poly-algorythmic microscopes and electre canopies 
only inside my future island jungles are two lovers and these 
lovers seperate and one goes to school, the other goes to the 
play to see the newest playwrite's operanic 'NORWIG.' The 
lover at the school cheats and never returns to school again. 
"NORWIG' the character in this play happens to die (in this 


play) and decides to leave behind, for one lover and not the 
other, a book to read The problem is: the book was printed 
in an language only no one lover could read but 

'NORWIG' them self what do I do? What to do with lover 
'NORWIG.' To all who know that reality is a science to all (I 
am not of another kind). Equality is stuborn and longevity is a 
nuance. Then when I now, looking back, upon my times I am 
olden of now and leaving for the shores of life for death; then 
tell me not why I was a good father or a bad father or a good or 
bad mantell me of your self and of course they were all there, 
too alienated ___ them, allow your self oh, Lord, the time 
nessessary for to go up into the worl of iniquity for to revive the 
ways of lively hoods and bring forth the goodness in my last 
breath and into the end of the beating of mine heart afraid 
of ends I am not, Oh, Lord and tell me of your maidens' kiss so 
that I may not know the ways of the tied and of the ways of my 
sins upon this earth and but forgiveness be upon me for all that I 
am and let the forthe come and be all but blind upon my stone 
and itself be deeply upon me and my purity of being for 
your'se is an end of my essences and relentless ways of life 
(peace be upon you), Amen. 

Notes: 

Notes of antiquities for the ever inclined for you whom are 
sisters of celebacy, chasities, and of the holy, Amen. Please 
attempte to note of who I am, to be noteworthy, for to inform 
me of whom I really am. I am only too, a child of God and also 
made of tears, Amen. [(If you are allowed, also, don't forget me) 
Now, I am unknown to myself.] But life is never good 
enough...why not, sisters of chalices? Because the inner voice 
with me says I am not of worth or good enough for someone, 
though still, I resist. Examples of faith at a constant monitary 
gain stake _ economy is futile; thievery is faith as trust-on the 
other hand is the other hand. The clock still tok tiks. The 
theoretical tomarrow is now-so is the future(s) of the 
imagination(s) and all conclusive conjurings of the theoretical 
now. Electricity is only slow at first in my body. Electricity is 
only quick at second glance, in my body. Tik Tok Toe. Chapter 
Three-Passages Of Creative Forces (Creative Force 

Theory) Part AEvolved To The Grave 

I have always percieved the world as if it were bad luck. People 
get what they deserve. It is apparent that our civilizations of 
humanity are farfetched to a future eye. How divine. 

Through out history we see youth as a doorway into innocense 
and cooperation; also into and/or of light. Although, savage and 


evil onslaughts of war and hell over the to-do's of a heaven have 
been faught, quite enduringly. Some say the future is 
now...maybe we have already accomplished this so-called 
future, we may not so say, everlastingly, that we are of any 
goodness or freedom; in the face of evil...not very 
accomplish'ed. Tomarrow may this change, I shall not. So in 
hence I am not very willing to adhere to an acceptable living 
standard...in which life as I know it, is quite lazy, fast-paced, 
and illusory; dilluded maybe a child pain again, Svenne. Hear 
lies and rests hear peaces of rest in peace all over peices of 
bread...She lives for me. Is there any anythings in her head? 
How beautiful she is and I am well against her member and her 
product of breast and suckled her legs in between and all around 
and against her back and a'fourth swirling untill she milks over 
and over and her child, again? 

0=9 

Evolution does not matter-abide-creation dies to create 
evolution amaebatrylobyte incarnations inside of powers 

alive poly-algorythmic microscopes and electre canopies 
only inside my future island jungles are two lovers and these 
lovers seperate and one goes to school, the other goes to the 
play to see the newest playwrite's operanic 'NORWIG:.' The 
lover at the school cheats and never returns to school again. 
"NORWIG' the character in this play happens to die (in this 
play) and decides to leave behind, for one lover and not the 
other, a book to read The problem is: the book was printed 
in an language only no one lover could read___ but 'NORWIG' 
them self what do I do? What to do with lover 

'NORWIG.' 

To all who know that reality is a science to all (I am not of 
another kind). Equality is stuborn and longevity is a nuance. 
Then when I now, looking back, upon my times I am olden of 
now and leaving for the shores of life for death; then tell me not 
why I was a good father or a bad father or a good or bad mantell 
me of your self and of course they were all there, 

too alienated__ _ them, allow your self oh, Lord, the time 
nessessary for to go up into the worl of iniquity for to revive the 
ways of lively hoods and bring forth the goodness in my last 
breath and into the end of the beating of mine heart__ afraid 
of ends I am not, Oh, Lord and tell me of your maidens' kiss so 
that I may not know the ways of the tied and of the ways of my 
sins upon this earth and but forgiveness be upon me for all that I 
am and let the forthe come and be all but blind upon my stone 
and itself be deeply upon me and my purity of being for your'se 


is an end of my essences and relentless ways of life (peace be 
upon you), Amen. 

Notes: 

Notes of antiquities for the ever inclined for you whom are 
sisters of celebacy, chasities, and of the holy, Amen. Please 
attempte to note of who I am, to be noteworthy, for to inform 
me of whom I really am. I am only too, a child of God and also 
made of tears, Amen. [(If you are allowed, also, don't forget me) 
Now, I am unknown to myself.] But life is never good 
enough...why not, sisters of chalices? Because the inner voice 
with me says I am not of worth or good enough for someone, 
though still, I resist. Examples of faith at a constant monitary 
gain stake economy is futile; thievery is faith as trust-on the 
other hand is the other hand. The clock still tok tiks. The 
theoretical tomarrow is now-so is the future(s) of the 
imagination(s) and all conclusive conjurings of the theoretical 
now. Electricity is only slow at first in my body. Electricity is 
only quick at second glance, in my body. Tik Tok Toe. Chapter 
Three-Passages Of Creative Forces (Creative Force 

Theory) Part AEvolved To The Grave 

I have always percieved the world as if it were bad luck. People 
get what they deserve. It is apparent that our civilizations of 
humanity are farfetched to a future eye. How divine. Through 
out history we see youth as a doorway into innocense and 
cooperation; also into and/or of light. Although, savage and evil 
onslaughts of war and hell over the to-do's of a heaven have 
been faught, quite enduringly. Some say the future is 
now...maybe we have already accomplished this so-called 
future, we may not so say, everlastingly, that we are of any 
goodness or freedom; in the face of evil...not very 
accomplish'ed. Tomarrow may this change, I shall not. So in 
hence I am not very willing to adhere to an acceptable living 
standard...in which life as I know it, is quite lazy, fast-paced, 
and illusory; dilluded maybe a loud and for a very long time in 
order to find help here, now. 

It will only be 5 billion years untill our sun supernovas and also 
the Andromeda galaxy collides with our milky way! Though, 
humans have only really been around for some odd 10,000 
years, civilized. 

So, if we tapp into our genetic codes and evolve perfectly 
a.s.a.p. we as humans may have a chance to survive. Despite 
what experts on the apocalyptical side believe or what, to me, in 
my expressed opinion, say, survival is key...procreation is 
necessary, at least future life procession, not a sence of all too 


early failure. It just cannot be! To me, as I was saying earlier, 
some of us are with good enough hearts, for at least good 
enough hearts to survive! It must be! 

But als depressions in my mind are futile-like attempts of 
sickness, now and statisticity is finite; for there are many birds 
that keep bird calls for much more time than humans have been 
able to even notice the songs of the wild...even dinosaurs did 
mate and very successfully procreate (as in leks), and surely 
made bird like noises__Alas, pow wows, are usefull in 
trances and mystical drums shamanize healers of faiths? Yes, 
continuity is not as much of a plan as of a neccessary...In other 
words the dinosaurs are now extinct, yet humankind has made it 
to the moon; meaning we are a tad bit more talented in the ways 
of adventurous undertakings, crusades, and exploration. For if 
you take a light bulb and another light bulb to one lamp, 
although it seems rediculous, and screw in one light bulb and 
smash the other, how many light bulbs does it take to keep 
stupidity from killing a species as apposed to the sun, actually, 
supernovae exploding (eventually) and then what; we start 
again? 

Somewhere on a distan galaxy or even upon a muliple universe 
of a dream where amebae woulod evolve into human all over 
again, plus or minus a few changes (we may have done this 
before). 

So, what I am describing is a feeling of wonder___ you can get 
sick and ill from genetic heritage, though, germs can be just as 
fatal (probably more so than in gene pools). It's very 
complicated if you are simplified though if you are complicated, 
you must be disoriented and dizzy to the loathing thought of 
beauty with out some form of ugliness. How many times a day 
do I really look into a mirror? And what do I see? I look into the 
mirror many different numbers of times (in a day) and though I 
do really notice myself and stop and say "Hey, I'm looking in a 
mirror, at the reflection of myself." So the point now is not so 
very unlike a bird's song to it's mate in mating times, per say, of 
nesting season (spring). How? Surviving is the fittest. A 
survival song. And if you do know how to get along in life, 
ritual repetitions sociologically balanced and callibrated laws of 
natural surrounding can dull a personal preference of certain 
child-like psychology. Even still, be prepaired for the uncertain. 
Part D-Every Thing Is A Lesson 

Rejection is also key. You cannott seem to do a thing without it. 
Just playing a long with fire may burn you...and rejecting is a 
certain part of acceptance. Yes, accepting one's self. Accepting 


one's self for whom one is...one's self is also ever 

changing time is illusairry. Space is the setting press 
key elements at a camp and even alone one may have and be in 
a certain spirit. __ (likeness of a school spirit, to be exact)...in 
a camp, per say, we have fire, we have earth under fire, and air 
to keep the fire burning, and water to put the fire out...if one is 
able to see him or herself well enough through mindfullness 
there is a style of seen and/or noticed school spirit___life, 
basically elementarilly comes from an analogical camp and 
(poof) we awake from within darkness. Ahh, the ebb and flow 
of carbon based life forms. Push and Pull of Being "If 
anyone knew about it, per say, it would and at least come into 
being somehow in some way mindfully _. 

At least to some." 

What would a fish do if it could have a snorkle of it's very own, 
it would drown, with or without water. What would this fishy 
perceive if it could, per say, use a snorkle and survive? You may 
ask. It just may be E.T. then eh? Yet it wouldn't necessarily 
be a fish as in, a fish in water... not on earth, but ever so 
hopefully if compateable or capable to survive any other place, 
maybe in even other dimensions. 

"I am with any amount of people the more I can be as much as 
they allow." Dimensionally speaking, a fish left in water will die 
eventually, though, an extra-dimensional fish in water would 
not be noticeable on per chance say, earth. Yet, this talk is surely 
seemingly silly and parabolic (ANTIMATTER). So now, we 
dont' get get some thing for nothing. Get, we do, a lot in life and 
find our place, we must. Science, an art. 

How ever a lesson be unfolded unto you, cosmically speaking, 
in this book, find you self-health and self-education, maintain a 
sense of adventure and become; flowering within mindfullness 
and within your heart like a galvanizing galavanting 
snowflakemaybe, this snow is ash__stigmatically born from 
tears of blood, yet within deep space we may find our humanity 
a bit more important___ maybe ever more even singularilly our 
foresight. But, our mind's, our bodies; one entity seperately 
need life for life-so to say. Of course, so...this is obvious. 
Mystical dimensions within our mind's make romance of 
astronomy, to me. It's a way of counter-acting lessons through 
experimentation to transact and form lessons again, with 
lessons. 

Yes, evangeline! Experimental lessons!! Yet, a way, I have with 
my self, in order to know___ to gain knowledge not 
necessarilly understanding. Knowledge to me in life is much 


more important than just understanding one's self. It is a slower 
and quicker a'machine of evaluation than just finding something 
insignificant in something, say, for instance, you are a'kin 
tosomething that is and another thing that is not: static (finite 
and infinite) __ sometimes the stars are set in stone to 
perception, thought, repetition happens and a human can be 
known only to live for so long. The message of gears are sound 
and usually comfortable and helpfull. Why, then are we, today 
so persavierving towards ourselves with out seeing our 
mysterious lives here on this planet so specialized? Technically 
we need to see importance in the more in the inconvienient, I 
Say... 

Chapter Four-May Your Place Ever Better Be 

Part A-And Other Worldly Connection 

Telepathy and television (PK) healings of the mind for other 
may prove insecure for men to process and progress through 
time and space evidentally and purely advantageous also 
affermed at a hopefull positivity of a wellfare for our small 
being in life (even death and programmable technologies). I do 
not know how much we may potentially overcome and/or also 
must necessarilly need for to overcome, also, endure damages 
and afflictions (i.e. pains, malfunctions, or good well 
beings)...though keep in mind the purity of truth and good 
humour for discoveries and/or tradgedies, according, esp. 
manuels of law and lawmen/women. Faith and trust...remember 
esp. 

you reap what you sew, and a harvest should be realistic and 
necessary altruisms. 

Men and women decide wavelengths and vibrations sometimes 
throughout what not technological naturalities and intentions. 
When a decision is made sin depends on judgement, though if a 
person were to trip and fall accedentally and not get up it 
doesn't actually mean he or she has sinned. If a person were to 
die when they fall from a trip, then where did they go to if they 
are somehow able to stand back up and go about their life if, per 
say, they forget that they even had a near death experience or 
did die and we were somehow driven back to life, what does it 
matter to be a responsibility to anyone but the subject whom 
passed away? Like a rite of initiatives or an out of body 
experience or astral projection in space away from earth, then 
back again over a certain period of time/space dimesion(s) 
relative to this brave soul and sentient traveler. Quantum. 
Understand. What then would be the responsability to one 
(subject) who could not purpously travel extra-relatively a great 


distance to a means of even returning before they even fell? 
Then, where did this subject come from? From within a 
quandry of perplexion a relative paradox of vortex or a 
wormhole, maybe even from within any star or black hole or 
anomaly paranormal and may it seem (purely seem) Godly or 
Revolutionary a'kin to abnormal___ So where are we? 

All ways in the same place mindfully of one self then. Yes? 
Perception. We may live in stems of trees and outlying branches 
and backwards realities of such beings _ we do breath with 
them; we need life for life...for the life and survival that we are 
within. Hypothetically bliss is joy, you are hapiness, and I am a 
blasfeme. 

Part B-Assassin Astrophysics Defense Doctrine 

I don't know how to kill a person that's weight is 1463 pounds. I 
guess they now are a bit obese. What's life to them? They got a 
gravitational pull alone _ collapse the planet...Superetarded. I 
just am that. But still there is hope...for the beautiful. And the 
talented...and esp. the popular___ these in which are natural 
states of affinities-where people live and flourish... I am sorry 
for the analogies, but in my life, I do not dance a cakewalk all 
the way to heaven or even hell, ever...immortal. I, you see, am 
similar to a leper or a psychic or some one disfigured a bit from 
life's scars and stupidities, enough, not to have hardly a friend 
or even a wife or a lover, even stephen still though, granted, life 
goes on so far as I can see. I need no sense of guilt or self-pride 
much. More than that I need no flattery nor false advertising 
bestowed upon me...time's pretty quick upon an unknowable 
celebrity, isn't it? 

For once in my life there was a female in my affairs, still, for 
almost two years and of course, she died before I could web 
her...we were engaged but alas the coroner told us (her side of 
the faimily [or wht not]) that she had bad health more than she 
even had let us know. So, funeral and all I've been alone ever 
since and ever before...It is probablysafe to say no one killed 
her nor raped her to death, I hope. For her sake, at least. And 
now we see a bit of ashes at the cemetary that's all that's left of 
her. Anyway, she was my first and last kiss ____ Now, what a 
psychologist would want to know about concerning me is if I'm 
okay or if there's anything I would like to talk about or if maybe 
this is correct placement for job entitlement and then moves on 
to some other place...to be a psychologist. Maybe to avoid 
disaster. No socialite disaster. No waste of time, I suppose. Yet a 
feeling of somberness. I care. Yet, I feel empty. 

Good-samadhi, za'zen, satouri. 


The sky is blue, life is green, the ocean is a sea in a multitude of 
many universes, that of truth. What happens when things get 
tough, people go steady...I suppose they want me angry and 
rebelious as all art is to them is a supeflouse contest. They win, 
though. Since they need it I guess. That's all any won one for a 
signing. Just beat someone else. Souns easy and nice to a dumb 
mind? I'm allright though. There's is a philosophy of sore 
winners; eventually one thy invented for all so that they may 
never loose the noose. The one they tied for themselves their 
own heads. 

Slavery is illegal. Bad mouthing is promiscuous. I am a looser 
for you and temples make voices tortured screams and 
victimous noises. Those who fell to build temple walls were 
only blindly sacrificed and never know for ever and keep the 
walls strong...Invaiders stay away the more evil your temple 
becomes, why not make you walls out of dead babies...let the 
ghosts stay and rejoice the everlasting pain of 

recognition _all they are given to feel is pain. 

To a philosopher who is designed him/her self to win; laughter 
heals all wounds... The lost are not found. The found are not 
lost. Fire is ciclical like ancient agriculture so, let my temple my 
scars be bodily. Estranged though may it calculate my words are 
an ink for circumfrences. Soldiers are equal to extradition and 
no one will be able to know how I love you so... Part C-Spring 
Pond Quartz And Healing The Totally Of A Civilization He 
smashed the shit out of her to show her how much she hurt 
him...Because he was a victim and an unimportant man to her 
he fell today alone and died at the age of 79 years of age. 

Even still she loved him...though never but did a thing for him, 
excepted to leave him for another man___ because he was in 
love with her at the time. 

I don't guess it is too bad to be left alone. He must have fell hard 
though, hewas in alot of pain suffering there of old age and 
lonliness. Almost a blessing in disguise. That's what the doctor 
had said, when he found out. The town graveyarde did not hold 
his funeral there in their city... The farmers next door put the 
poor man on a raft and set fire to it and whith his ancient ashes 
he was carried out to the center of the pond, where, heroisly, the 
man's bodily remains were cremated...they all walked away 
kinda' depressed. They had not even known them. That poor old 
man. Maybe that's where I am from-that pond in the flaiming 
future _ falling isn't easy for every one. Some times, I'd say 
death might feel good. The release, I guess, you know, not too 
bad, maybe, just scarey; what with every thing turning black 


and with loosing the senses. White light engulfing what's left of 
perception and that's all! No one really knows what death is 
actually like, do they? I mean who the hell actually lived to tell 
the tail? Heh, no matter. I gonna win at life, not death I said to 
myself when I was young (a young varment). Anyway I am 
beginning to doubt that at an ever increasing rate I think I've 
lost my life yet, just kinds dangling, hanging on for dear love 
(though it probably never will come knocking again). I thought 
I'd write a note or somehting, saying: BE KIND KEEP OFF MY 
GRASS IF YOU NEED ME I JUST BE GOVERNMENT 
BREAD-thanks. 

Tomarrow I shall; shall I actually have a recolection of 
todaydon't bother shooting me-I'm not worth a bullet. Drown in 
that stupid fucking pond though for free, and I'll pay you back, 
in heaven...though I'm going to hell for my own murder...that is- 
I get to be the victim and I die though, you the murderer can 
just as well go to heaven and God will reimburse you for the 
trouble...IOU...that's why I am not ready to tell you this, but I 
must; I need to leave earth now and stop living for ever. That's 
good enough. Nobody ever cared about me yet that I knew of 
anyhow. Then again I could be a liar or a thief or a murderer to 
you the reader anyway, so what I am going to do is sell it (this 
book) to you for my soul...1f you can read through and through 
this far and notice that I'm not living anymore...(friends don't 
kill friends) you're known to it. So that I love my self, I think, at 
least. And what they call that is simulated Hell. 

Like when you're mentally ill, like me, what I did wrong, now, I 
admit. I cannott now bring myself to a halt. I am sorry...this 
book writing. I must go on and be punished, I suppose. What 
I've done wrong here I even made the attempt to be an artist. I 
am no good. I see. Very well stupid author. 

Take a hike whe you are ready. 

Laughter hurts, but stupidity feels worse. Must, doesn't it? The 
people who whore themselves out must be good at it. Talented I 
mean at something (i.e. etc. et. al.). This is in the eye of beastly 
savage hearts of young men a falsity, though, it feels too goog 
to quit doing it. Sex that is, is a wonderful memory. Though, 
when, someone has a baby, that's good, usually, if the baby has 
a good home (pretty much) a safe environment and a warm 
hearted parent, or two around. 

Potatoes, they don't grow all the way up in trees. No sir, they 
don't. They grow in Ireland. This land, it was Ireland, tonight 
it's American. If potatoes grew in trees then why don't potatoes 
grow in the ground. Backing up here, I want a nice potatoe. My 


friend. He wants a potatoe-give my friend a nice potatoe. Give 
‘em many. Shrimp is good but corn and beans. 

No shit. The best there is. 

Don't laugh, you just may choke on a peace of food and die (this 
is so funny and the worst chapter in the untalented book). Don't 
buy into it, too much, okay I don't think you should bake a 
potatoe for me and cut it in half (this potatoe you see may be 
stolen). So cook a potatoe from me and for me throw it away 
quickly. Now! RUN LIKE THE FLOWERS GROW! From 
WilAllen Acres this has been an advertisment for baked 
potatoes (that in which we do now grow nor sell). 

Chapter Five-Through Love And Lonliness 

Sitting in a boat in the middle of the river dreaming I found 
myself waking and became conscious in an ocean all of a 
sudden on another planet. Starring, startled, at two suns and a 
planet other than the one I was located upon. There were 
smaller moons. Other than that I was feeling fine-besides just 
having a regular horrible day. So, I was a bit worried because 
back home on earth, how would anyone believe? My new home 
planet: stihuu. It's compliment: tahkmahnelle...our alien 
civilization had for the most of us become extinct besides my 
friends and I. 

So, I rowed back home like usually and went inside my tent 
only to find my computer was on__and sending an SOS 
signal (to itself and short circuiting and smoking and 
malfunctioning and ending it's program...it was unreliable). The 
SOS program was installed and not recieved by any means 
known to us survivors, though, I salvaged this computer's 
information. The SOS signal I never found out where it came 
from and I left my dream there to my death for I was later the 
only one left of the adventure and JACKAL MISSION to 
Kepler 47 and signing off now...goodbye and goodluck if you 
find this message at at. MISSION CODE: C39QU0 

MISSION ACCOMPLISHED 

MISSION JACKAL 45 

Year on earth (calculated: 11463 ad) 

Anti-Nazi White Rose Resistance located KEPLER 47a 
(transmission code- 

2221) The Mesogaea Jackal Encampment recieved. End of 
transmission (9- 

113479) TRANSMISSION: copy?2 spacestaion-Kepler 47.1 
REPEAT: WE ARE NOT HERE 

The water here is infected-my ears hurt and I'm stressed out. 
Give me some water-pure-(powdered water). 


MESSAGE UNKNOWN 

-in memory of those adbucted and taken from earth to live 
elsewhere by aliens for unknown reasons and known ways of 
actually living and/or calling for help even being from earth at 
all itself (generationally). Resting now in the null of space and 
void of alien E.T. abduction(s)...[f we as alien humans on other 
known planets, inhabit similar worlds of our own then why are 
we so seemingly uneducated about a so great many 
things _ things of such evil apparent to the E.T. human race 
beyond earth from an unknown location possibly deep in the far 
corners of space or aerospace maybe even just in the far deep 
spaces within our psyche we may survive agreeingly and in 
such harmony along side eachother on earth and popular other 
known worlds in the future, such as marsian colonies 
tomatrow...just as long as we may sucessfully have our peace of 
mind some and our cake and eat it too? 

Possibly I can see if there is a land where we live already for 
real lawas of physics concerning the unknown aspects of 
nature__ ones you may know also, too. Well for example you 
have, so to speak hypothetic in a tree in the middle of a snowy 
field there are sheep around this winter tree and in the tree, 
doves nesting-a nice winter scene of so called beauty. Though 
lightning from out of an unknown source strikes this tree (it is 
not storming per say nor is it normal that during this winter 
peace filled picture of mind that lightning is usually possible). 
The tree catches fire then ti would scare the sheep away __and 
the sheep run frightened into a near by stream where there grow 
wild roses. Blood from the sheep mix in the water, icy, and 
frozen, because the sheep, trampeling the rose bushes. Are the 
sheep lost? No, the sheep see deer who have witnessed this 
occurance and when sheep and deer see eachother the doves 
land in the deer and the lambs sight of each 

other and this is called what? NATURAL 

SHEPHERDING. NATURAL SHEPHERDS. 

The thunder resounds. 

What is this parable of light, purity and truth? Is it's bekoning 
answer of goodness or badness? No one can agree. Very well; 
so what do we do? We become shepherds our selves of holiness. 
Do not get me wrong I am an altruist, I Belive. I do like calm 
times and relaxed states of mind...I love, however, myself and 
seek refuge in goodness for I believe in hope. There is good in 
allofus__ _ let's just try to allow this goodness within us allt o 
prevail. 


Desperations in an atmosphere for disaster. This can only mean 
one thing (one type of thing). Our lives are in danger. 
Constantly. If a person were to think about gears work, though 
in clocks, that work, wound, just as long as the clock is 
wound _ the paradigm is this-as a well to do healthy person 
has an irregular up keep of check-ups enough to be at ease with 
his/her health it is a bad habit that one supresses and usually 
makes unavailable it's a'gears to work orderly then biologically 
speaking, normally, a person would remain happier possibly but 
yet still less healthy...though if a person focuses on his/her 
selfawareness this person's health status prevail's as judged by 
the caduceus' medical establishment. The point is to also not get 
hooked and to remain moreover passivley healthy, while still 
involved in one's own self-awareness. As one who is less aware 
and less passively healthy, then, one is usually more abusive to 
oneself entirely. 

Either that or angry more subtely easy and less intelligent. Life 
is very complicated. 

Deviations are usually and/or unusually normal. Counter the 
force of gravity with the flow of blood from a beating heart 
through a body...if no one knew how serious this was, then 
how unbelievable it would most definitly not be. Though if 
defined it was, what is and ever shall be the BIRTH of 
REBIRTH in my spirit. Short and excommunicated am I 
(stigmatized) for ever and cannott see for the heart of the holy 
light of forgetfullness. Praise ye the Holy fortitute that dwells 
within simplicity and just actions, though, my words throughout 
this book are egocentric and sin filled possibly, for I know when 
I am wrong. 

I do know when I am wrong that which of wrong Iam 

about corrections and disdain for all who seek refuge in 
pleasures of the senses, though the 

Holy Places of Earth are few, some for the plenty, many. And 
God begat me for agape and sparked me the light of salvations. 
Angels of deep space and dreams within this space night filled 
realm only. Never confuse___ so I refused and began my 
womb's life...within this strange, familiar, and new world we 
see and hear the time/space unfold like multicolored roses 
inspired by feeling emotions of food and eye sight 
divine__ why then do I write, even, to mine opinion inspired? 
Yes. Yes by fertile hands in prayers for ever. Peace and God 
bless me, for I have made an incorrect conjuncture and temper 
along side a plight of fruitfullness on this day of EASTER 
(2015). The Christ, messiah mighty all as mine rules of ethics 


and poor judgements I have offenses and sins. I have been 
tempted and am confused to which a concern of much sadness-I 
am to be forsaken to heaven for possibles to immortal holy 
everlasting life! 

Forgive me oh Lord, Jesus Christ, my hands I say cannot pray 
longer. My mouth may not speak enough good tidings, I am 
occult sone and alone trasfixed by your professions. I must 
apply myself for to win at my own game of purity... KNOCK 
ME to thine ground and I shall stand. Stand and I shall burn to 
fires and fall again to fight...give me mine poisons and fall I 
shall a more though stand too twain again and cry myself to life. 
In your service of gratitude the more I am the more I am 
differed and afraid and sad...you are your strength not for mine 
own celebacy and love, though charity and hoplessnesss 
above...let, oh, God whom has allowed me my creation within 
my essentialities and forgive me mine afflicted sinfull ways. 
Please, oh, God, I praise you, my savior and His SAINTS. 
Above all to secretly...allow them all to know you the way that 
should forth be taught and referred into confession and 
truthfullness and BAPTISMS Holy Sacred Divine and Wize. 
Now we shall not hinder our friends and family with out being 
punished for our sins by God Almighty whom of such, dwelleth 
in the temples of ever known Heaven for ever and ever, Amen. 
It is as if we could actually skip a stone by throwing a pebble 
upon pure light it's self and perceiving reality an zygote... 
Chapter Six-Passages Of Creative Forces (Evolutionary Force 
Theory) Part A-End Of The Prequel 

When Kepler 47 became too old to shine it's suns a double 
supernovae happened and huge black holes happened and the 
only way I know this is because a little girl's underpainties fell 
from the sky of mars (where I was) and landed strait on my 
head...I will always remember...it's was a distinct taste and in 
front of the Japanese auditorium base and the zoo, museum and 
the hospital. 

Finally, at least, the atmospherical terraforming processor began 
working. 

Why? 

Probably because the falling underpainties blinded me and I 
tripped and fell into a power generator and short circuited the 
processor short wave computer system, so, in fact it was 
successful (the act of terraforming). Somehow, I disapeared and 
no one knows where I am anymore possibly I slipped into a 
wormhole and panties and all I ended up inside Kepler 47's 


future black hole...what a way to go. But where? Where? Wher 
did I go? I'm blind! 

I cannott feel much, only, anything, but overcome with pain. I 
am back. Back on earth in a bath tub, with no water. Just laying 
there...What? What do I do? I stand up and out of the tub I go 
and walk into the bedroom Rachel! There is Rachel; 
sleeping...sound asleep. 

But where am I? 

Not there; I recall watching over her while she slept, but now 
comming from mars, what happened? I was encompassed by a 
wave of fear. Fear that she would die on me, again, like she had 
before. I went to th kitchen and made a pot of coffee. The 
weather outside was hot and muggy on a summer's day. I was 
struck by it. The beautiful scene of long ago. Maybe three years 
had passed (seemed like a lot of time) since she had died and I 
was transported to Mars to begine military training for 
colonization. 

Colonization for a base, under ground of Mars. 

I sat down to drink a cup of coffee. Rachel. Rachel was waking 
up, I could hear her moving about and stirring...what should I 
do? Well, I guess, I thought she could live longer now, I'll make 
her a cup, too. I did, as she walked in. 

"Here's a cup of coffee, Rachel." I said. 

"Thanks." She replied. "What's wrong, anything?" "No." I said. 
"You look lost, were you crying or something; you're sad." She 
spoke, again. 

"I'm fine. Sit down, I'll tell you about about it here." I was 
just beginning to explain what I felt and how I loved her so 
very much when she asked... 

"Did you have fun while I was asleep? You were gone for a 
while, weren't you___ let's watch a movie." 

Part B-Sequel 

Phoca groenlandica play the harp from heaven or hell (I don't 
know)...Oh, small seal, prevail. 

Antarctica calls you on the telephone wormhole time vortex 
electromagnetic effects...process your greenhouse effects, too, 
and don't forget to washCK ME to thine ground and I shall 
stand. Stand and I shall burn to fires and fall again to fight...give 
me mine poisons and fall I shall a more though stand too twain 
again and cry myself to life. 

In your service of gratitude the more I am the more I am 
differed and afraid and sad...you are your strength not for mine 
own celebacy and love, though charity and hoplessnesss 


above...let, oh, God whom has allowed me my creation within 
my essentialities and forgive me mine afflicted sinfull ways. 
Please, oh, God, I praise you, my savior and His SAINTS. 
Above all to secretly...allow them all to know you the way that 
should forth be taught and referred into confession and 
truthfullness and BAPTISMS Holy Sacred Divine and Wize. 
Now we shall not hinder our friends and family with out being 
punished for our sins by God Almighty whom of such, dwelleth 
in the temples of ever known Heaven for ever and ever, Amen. 
It is as if we could actually skip a stone by throwing a pebble 
upon pure light it's self and perceiving reality an zygote... 
Chapter Six-Passages Of Creative Forces (Evolutionary Force 
Theory) Part A-End Of The Prequel 

When Kepler 47 became too old to shine it's suns a double 
supernovae happened and huge black holes happened and the 
only way I know this is because a little girl's underpainties fell 
from the sky of mars (where I was) and landed strait on my 
head...I will always remember...it's was a distinct taste and in 
front of the Japanese auditorium base and the zoo, museum and 
the hospital. 

Finally, at least, the atmospherical terraforming processor began 
working. 

Why? 

Probably because the falling underpainties blinded me and I 
tripped and fell into a power generator and short circuited the 
processor short wave computer system, so, in fact it was 
successful (the act of terraforming). Somehow, I disapeared and 
no one knows where I am anymore possibly I slipped into a 
wormhole and panties and all I ended up inside Kepler 47's 
future black hole...what a way to go. But where? Where? Wher 
did I go? I'm blind! 

I cannott feel much, only, anything, but overcome with pain. I 
am back. Back on earth in a bath tub, with no water. Just laying 
there...What? What do I do? I stand up and out of the tub I go 
and walk into the bedroom Rachel! There is Rachel; 
sleeping...sound asleep. But where am I? 

Not there; I recall watching over her while she slept, but now 
comming from mars, what happened? I was encompassed by a 
wave of fear. Fear that she would die on me, again, like she had 
before. I went to th kitchen and made a pot of coffee. The 
weather outside was hot and muggy on a summer's day. I was 
struck by it. The beautiful scene of long ago. Maybe three years 
had passed (seemed like a lot of time) since she had died and I 


was transported to Mars to begine military training for 
colonization. 

Colonization for a base, under ground of Mars. 

I sat down to drink a cup of coffee. Rachel. Rachel was waking 
up, I could hear her moving about and stirring...what should I 
do? Well, I guess, I thought she could live longer now, I'll make 
her a cup, too. I did, as she walked in. 

"Here's a cup of coffee, Rachel." I said. 

"Thanks." She replied. "What's wrong, anything?" "No." I said. 
"You look lost, were you crying or something; you're sad." She 
spoke, again. 

"I'm fine. Sit down, I'll tell you about about it here." I was 

just beginning to explain what I felt and how I loved her so 
very much when she asked... 

"Did you have fun while I was asleep? You were gone for a 
while, weren't you___let's watch a movie." 

Part B-Sequel 

Phoca groenlandica play the harp from heaven or hell (I don't 
know)...Oh, small seal, prevail. 

Antarctica calls you on the telephone wormhole time vortex 
electromagnetic effects...process your greenhouse effects, too, 
and don't forget to wash you mind. You are only lost but not 
forgotten. 

But here in life we will always love you. If time is less than 
space, next; reality is a creative force of biological astronomy 
(e.g.) astrobiology-astrophysics-cosmology-exobiology 
(paraabnormal pretenairy phenominae). Psychologist do not 
abuse your perception zygote reality (Big Bang) other universal 
linguistics and extra-dimensional patterns arise as dilluded 
disallusions/illusions of the mind...the requiem for only never 
(space/time salvage systems a go). 

Satelite sound systems studio laboratory eclipse probe #9 orbiter 
in sync with atmospheric terraforming processor mars has 
exploded, I heard on earth sitting there with Rachel drinking our 
coffee _it was as some call it the rapture of the apocolypse, 
what not, and Rachel had been speaking to me of this while we 
were viewing the television, watching the television, as mars 
had been ruined. Rachel kissed me and held my hands in hers. 
What happened nxt, was horrible; the ISS on earth 
(INTERNATIONAL SPACE STATION) was destroyed in a 
fight about of which had to do with mars of recent and next 
there were bombs falling from the sky everywhere, ATOMIC 
ones; MEGATONS were disposed of as all the people on earth 
died. And for what? A pair of panties? 


Then I woke up, again, profusely sweating and crying. I was in 
a pool of blood and now, there was no Rachel, no earth, no 
black hole, no mars; only this plasma gell substance around my, 
and blood. I was choking to death, though some one or 
something reached in this encasement and pulled me out of my 
womb of death. I was again blind __and could only hear 
aliens (E.T.)s communicating. They were helping me, though, it 
seemed, maybe I thought I was the only suvivor of the human 
race and sure enough, now, 10000's of years later I knew for 
sure that this was the truth...here along side these new friends of 
mine [(E.T.)s]. Life was different and very sad to know I was 
dreaming never to wake. Never to touch Rachel's face again. 
Only to need breath, untill the end___ of my life, asleep...OR 
AM I AWAKE? 

Part C-Guilty of Balance 

To pull some one close is to be afraid of one's own eb and flow 
of tidal rhythms and chords if you are intentions are only to 
push some one further a way, eventually...to have you very own 
personal axis is to have your very own solstice, equinox, and 
equator. If you believe that you as a persona have polarity...and 
can be mindfull of one's experiences and one's creative 
evolution. 

If I were to calibrate my self to a balanced perfection; judging 
my biorhythms and my control, voluntary, who cannott know 
me by my very own actions? Only realtive are perceptions in 
this way tuned for the obvious unknown future. In incriments 
are steps taken for to insure the true nature of on's own known 
self being and eventually intelligence and surroundings if 
justice is applied essentially correct; dureable, flexeable, and 
concrete. As stones in a hot stove thrown into water can be 
science, evolutionary and creative. So are ans is our ever known 
universe(s), discovered or not, as undecided as life is whole 
and/or rectified. 

Iam a man. I am male. I am now a live, now. I am percieved 


and I am perhaps to die my now alive perception is labeled, 
based on carbon. I am not.... am only human are you 
necessary? I have reasons I am what I am where I am when 


Iam. Why?-Why I am is not my decision therefor the passages 
of creative forces is only an evolutionary doctrine, subject to a 


form of change influence can be a concern and a 
problem influence is a competition of theories. In fact I am 
named I am not named what I am not or am I? What is the 


resolve? 


My resolve is this-I hereby state that I am and/or am 

not there is time, ther is space, there is space/time, yet 
dimesions there a few. Only four. Even still moreover I state 
that I process and infer (information). I cannott be sure of my 
being for ever. I do not, however, say that I am forever in one 
place and at one time, forever. I do not believe __ I am only 
conscious. I am superconsciousness. To know that you are, and 
in such doing so, Iam knowledge. IfI am alive then what 
questions life in general? Only science can effectively. What 
else may know? Given that effectivness is truth in science. 
Chapter Seven-A Way For To Make The Waves Cold 

Part A-Never World With Our Ending 

..And now for matters of faith and institutionalization. Together 
now the fire wood for a glorious fire, I needed help one time 
and I called for help and no one ever came__I don't know if 
there is any such truth to this-though people's opinions must 
lead to be an unwittingly opposition of nature, deforestation 
within there salads (not neccessarily with in their fruits) are 
egos that soar when they (a people) are not fed. Anyway this 
kind of stagnant and bland. This book, these writtings and my 
equations, so to speak. Maybe I am flattering myself, maybe 
not. Now, also, in this book I will explain and recap the 
gatherings of which I have found within and there a'bout'stte the 
previous chapters. I will postulate now that there are many 
reasons for the unknown (if you look at it this way). Iam 
proposing, too, that in which is decisively unhead of-The 
Lambda Eta Equations Theory. 

Part B-Biophysics and Ecology 

Biophysics and ecology are life cycles within eachother now. 
These readings prove this and their repercusions are small 
though great and also very overlooked, upon (the only way 
there is for me to actually really know that I am correct is to 
prove that I am unhealthy). Even still more than this I am 
moreover healthy and comfortable (this is an instance of 
instibility and of premature suppressions). Sometimes this can 
and may be seen in hospital subjects as shock and denial. Also 
I am concerned with in the caduceus of mine own intrigue for 
my medical records in that of which these are, in of which you 
may and cannott discount as futile or rouse(s) of the pretense 
and submission of disclosed confidential, top secret, classified 
records of injustice, crimanality or not true _in fact, also, 
these are my client/patient biophysic(s) recordings that are 
scepticals as of being illegal or illegitament. I am quite healthy 
and debating on whether or not to defile this medical 


establishment by writing these professor like doctors and nurses 
and other(s) off as prostitutes and cheaters of fornifications 
within the medical walls of which they have themselves in and 
with there upon, as if to be constrained by illuding to anyone at 
all that I am insane worthless or otherwise of any part of their 
unjust actions or my ‘anger’ nor insecurity anti-socialism as if to 
say I am better than I thought I was and practice upon 
instruments of malpractice and sadism and/or coitess in 
hospital obgyn (etc.) that or any other disposed profession of 
specialization(s) and have not obtained and/or do not obstain 
regular reviews of exellence by a more fitting exponentiallity 
for better, moreover talented standard(s). Though this may seem 
to you hipocritical or even still the more easy for you, the 
reader, to review and disciminate, too, forgetfully and 
discreitfully beligerent and/or with forgiven salary, and earned 
education-I hereby declair an technology, easily, as is, to you, 
this set of chapters and music and film(s) for free and for 
practical use. 

I know I sound congramourously homogenous and hostile, 
though, smiling I bring hope to your small venture(s) to say I 
am only a biophysicist. I work for the common good of all 
concerned and in and around myself and mine essentials (this 
relates to you as social factors even anthropologically and 
ecologically, for the sake of the common survival of the fittest 
and/or natural selection. 

So in proportion to this inexhaustible change within changes 
emergencies arise unbeknownstte and unpredictable and 
regretfully invisable to a constant variability and/or ratio(s) of 
estranged and/or resould see it-it 

was an ingraving with letters marked: To-RACHEL 
From-PATTON 

Part B-Rocking Chair 

Now we finish by saying that we have only begun. Only to 
begin and end to an creation of which is evolute and never 
beginning nor ever ending. May you be inspired. You cannott 
see? This starry night's sky. This starry sky is all indigeonous 
and good to me. 

Pleasure are her wonders and ever even more the difficult to 
know these wonders and this sky and travelers tales and 
adventurous ever-yearning dreams. Only never upon the 
blooming of this violet flower can you rest your mindfullness 
and for ever may you know its soft ethereal touch and it's 
tearfilled softness reproach my, am I even real. 'Only never' she 
said and spoke justice and love, I like this sweet rain of reins 


and she disapeared and flew, as if angels with the snow like 
wings and her breath like ghosts' were still in the heavens and 
the heavenly hosts. [LOVE YOU SO. 

And remember your eyes like the most beautiful mosts. 

If you can tell me of your self no matter then tell me of a dream. 
A dream you may not have a dream no one ever has one filled 
with purity and wonder and, of course, goodness and bright. 
Though, tell me with silence this and tell me no more. For ever 
is ended yet now is the beginning to an other ever lasting 
(dream) altogether friendship and this life is never ending. So 
let me begin as an example of faith I have placed my trust in 
these chapters and I will always 

continue on making a fairity of justice and recprocate all of 
which I truley am as if I were a holy singularity and sacred 
my words are spoken. Wize are my ways of feet upon my 
paths and all of my dear tears that have forever fallen are not 
for you. They are not for anyone single anything but the 
occurances I earned of divinity. I earn what I keep and I attain 
my obediences to a manner and a politeness of gestures-to and 
for what sinks, swims. And also these of what the forces of 
events make float. 

Chapter Nine-Embrionic Cocoons And Cosmological 
Biophysics Part A- Technology 

For Aliens 

Imagine the 'uterus' and the (our) universe living inside one-as 
is being born with other universes (i.e. multiverses) being born 
from spontaenious reactions of egg-like cocoons and the 
embryos we presently live inside (or within), those being the 
effects of an estraingged creative muliversal and evolutionary 
creative design. 

A rabbit under a burning tree with a burning baby inside these 
branches in need ofhelp__ the tree falls and the baby lives, 
though, crazy enough and insain with anger this child grows 
and finds this rabbit, in which (rabbit) becomes eaten alive by 
this crazy youngster. How amazing, because, the child chokes 
it-this rabbit later and they now have both died in a horrible 
manner. Where is the shepherd? Where is the fire dept? And 
esp. where and why and how and when did I find them and bury 
them with the sheep and deer in this book (and fly off as such a 
loser of true faith to you, the reader in embaracement, in denial 
of how no being can see that there's really no reason to allude at 
that in being concerned and/or worried for anything or anyone, 
overely, really helps any, at all)? This, though, can become a 
subtle fix of an quandrum and question. So, in this chapter I will 


recount and describe the meanings of which astronomy may 
cocoon and egg fetilize, as an evolution of creation(s) 
multiverse an becomming. Also, I will discuss a 
recapitulation(s) of the water and fires of that which I have 
written in the previous manuscripts (chapters) of my professions 
and equiped virtigo, in fact, in lue and in light 'concerning' 
science and processions the epitomy of which is my life in its 
point of views. No one has realized that in locations such as 
these, noteably, in the theos of rememberance there are so many 
psychological factors presented new here to all for who 
observed there are no members of people presented with in 
these organizational secrets we have no way to perceptively 
understand any part of an madness of which is deviantly going 
to and fro on here with the interests of those nodes of 
electric thought, so to speak, that I have intention, resort, to act 
as if I am lost (which we wil find of a matter of opinion). Also 
we must remember to be carefull in blindness after reading 
these upmost and sincerities from our enemies by and with out 
we do wish harm and together death and extinction forth 
primevil and with survival instinct and the mideaval pains of an 
torture not to you not up to anyone anymore than I rescued 
the baby from an one shepherd sheep or an one burning hair 
rabbit. So, in hence we shall procede to next, in mine own-OLD 
KENTUCKY HOME. 

Part B-Visit And Pass 

..And for the rest of my life, most likely, I will be alone to see 
what I know about science-scientific fact, truth, and/or evidence 
for a good pure reasoning of matters concerning the crime rate 
in my home area for one, for two, the reason are two 
fold___ the search for the heavens and how they relate to me. 
Here's more-astronomy and the knowledge that of which I 
aquire in the processes of being an astronomer and of these 
findings I will relate evidentially the information with 
experiences and examples. BOOK SMART & COMMON 
SENSE 

In my life I've become blended with experience(s) of 
astronomy...and for unselfish reasons, too. For instance, 
tomarrow my seem the same today, yet, tomarrow will be 
different than today. 

Today is also in the form of light and dark...day and night. The 
heavens stir me asceitically sometimes and you know I cannott 
believe in wasting away, not even for anyone, certainly, not for 
myself _ Yesterday might just be-thoughts are privilages and 
also I'd say that this is in the everlasting past. As in the writtings 


and music and film here in my total pronounced and autorized 
collection of estranged hootenanies___I do not however, know 
how you (the audience) will percieve the compositions. So what 
I do is what I can do with and hopefull positive outlook and 
attitude. I hence I can, at least, say that I did not waste my time 
alone or where ever I traverse, I pray tell. 

More, even over and over, you know I have to be honest. There 
are many restrictions here and there within recording in the way 
that I do but you must see that I do not waste energy much. I'd 
like not to, whatever or whatnot, be a nuscance and even be at 
all, negative to connotations. I am resourcefull and at least, 
worth to the effort of time for my sake, to astronomer be. And 
astronomy is an art. Life of science for me. 

Sorry, to coin my self but, a null sounding void, though space is 
very deep and empty and seemingly endless no one really 
knows how big or small we as a human race really may 
become so go for your goodness and never stop seeking 
that which pertubes you___find the answers you seek to the 
best of your capabilities. You are for your self being and for 
your own truth. 

On The Conundrum Of Species-Phantom Warlock Universes 
Splotched out in the streams and creeks, I have found 
astronomy. I, of course, am an astronomer and live here in 
the wood(s) with my telescope(s)...and what I do is interesting 
tome___ what I study and examine is quite a find of 
perplexion. Tomarrow I might not be alive yet, I do know life is 
repetitive and knowing that I am alive now and that my days 
alive have been repeating since I could tell that I am alive, 
maybe I'll be alive longer than I might even know to be. This 
is noted to me as a religious ferver of course, too. The thing is I 
have bewonderment as to where I will be alive and also I have 
questions about where will it take me___ I could be on Mars 
one day sitting there under goundin my undershorts ot 
tomarrow, be in a secret space station on Neptune. That is 
orbiting (this station) would be sononomous possibly with 
forgetting where I come from in a universal point of 

view ___so, if I am forgetful of an earlier existance of my 
liking of mind i am off track; off my own relevancy (yes) and 
possibly forgetfull? (yes/no) and off course of the here and 
now? (maybe) __ though my mind is in this case not where it 
should be focused (I do like to stay focused). If I am mindless 
then would I know the question of relevence of mutual dreams? 
or possible parrallel incarnations (i.e. time travel or 
reincarnations) but, alas I am only now and here me. So what is 


thisme__?! is ita perception and body (of course) _or is it 
a spatial void in the future of divine spiritual/religious 
incantation. 

The mind is an example of the body and vice versus, to me...my 
humble opinion(s). I thought I knew and had a sense of wonder 
about the spirit of enthusiasm hinting to me of things to come. 
Not to be confused with forgetfulness, I supose. What's in your 
food, might one day become a serious thought of insight one 
day in the next hours. 

The mind is also mostely, as in, the brain unknown uncharted 
territory; kind of this thing like the crusades __ explore and 
conquer___ rape and pillage not or you could become ill. It's 
only somehow reflective of, in my case, of essentials-astronomy 
(astronomer me). 

So, in fullness, I can honestly say there is much to prove after 
we say here, so many unwarrented things, of course, and with 
end we hope-tomarrow is not known-I am only here today-is an 
aspect of yesterday. Imagine percieving how much a person 
suffers when they are not known for what they truely feel pain 
as when they either are monotonous in workings or when a 
person does a unique thing...Just as long as this person is no 
foul creature, of course, or hurts someone else or themselves 
(like psychologists say) then why stop them? why even worry? 
It's only a treasure and can be another man's prize throughout 
time and you can imagine how much we have of that; only so 
far 13.8 billion of it (known) and how much more to go? This 
is a contant uncertanty: when I wake from birth will I remember 
how I felt 34 years later? (hoping to keep track of time) I must 
have needed a sense of warmth and comfort then (being born) 
and needed a womb to be born and also wanting a stable sense 
of reliance that I am in wonderment and needing comfort. For 
the womb of a mother is an interesting place to live, but alas 9 
months of this brutal "evolving" into a full fledged and birthed 
baby makes you cry when suddenly exposed into the "outside 
world." It must take one to know one 

and in this reminder of life (and or being lives) there are stars 
(aren't there)? So the earth can be my home but the universe is 
mine womb now. And my life is my vessell and my 
surroundings my reality _is it? 

After the times when I was happy I went to school to learn 
education. My lessons were plain...and painfull to 
learn___very intense and hazy this recolection is. Later, the 
doctors diagnosed this problem of mine (after flunking out of 


college) as a mental illness. Nobody really was much of an 
everlasting friend through all of these times. Nobody has 
actually been there for me. Though still, I am somehow here. 
For instance; while playing a game of baseball I was knocked to 
the ground very hard and even though I had gotten back up 
quickly something had happened while I was fallen _[ had 
realized I was hated by my schoolmates. Another occasion, 
later, I was with a couple of fellows on halloween, when 
starring into a stroboscopic lamp I felt a powerfull glitch in 
reality upon my sense of perception and gotten hit in the head 
by one of these fellows (perhaps) and/or then went outside 
screaming only to wind up dancing around a camp fire for too 
long maybe and falling over. It was as if this lamp set my mind 
ajar and put me in a trance and some sort of strange mystical 
vision had happened to me while outside___(I still don't 
remember everything from that night). 

Another instance is when I was homeless in the streets of New 
York City for two weeks or so. I didn't have much of anything 
to eat so I ended up vomitting on one occasion untill I passed 
out, waking up to a policeman trying to help me. Finally, 
another happening was when I overdosed on morphin and oc on 
my back portch (possibly) and vomitted even more and to much 
of this is closely linked with neardeath experiences__all of 
these occasions I actually had at the time thought I had died and 
come back to life or at least these happenstances were of "near 
death." 

Maybe I was living too recklessly, perhaps, I was living to 
dangerously. Now these experiences are over and I feel a sort of 
rite of passage or initiation from them (these experiences). Any 
wasy I hope you might understand, respectively. For school is a 
learning thing to some it's a way to have a job, for some it's 
teaching for some it's way to flunk life out. I do not seem to 
care for other's opinion's concerning the learning process of the 
ways in which we (I) are abused and overlooked and forced 
to submit and answer others and been made to understand 
through disabilities and any other inconvieniences. --- 

My brane is It's only somehow reflective of, in my case, of 
essentialsastronomy (astronomer me). 

So, in fullness, I can honestly say there is much to prove after 
we say here, so many unwarrented things, of course, and with 
end we hope-tomarrow is not known-I am only here today-is an 
aspect of yesterday. Imagine percieving how much a person 
suffers when they are not known for what they truely feel pain 
as when they either are monotonous in workings or when a 


person does a unique thing...Just as long as this person is no 
foul creature, of course, or hurts someone else or themselves 
(like psychologists say) then why stop them? why even worry? 
It's only a treasure and can be another man's prize throughout 
time and you can imagine how much we have of that; only so 
far 13.8 billion of it (known) and how much more to go? This 
is a contant uncertanty: when I wake from birth will I remember 
how I felt 34 years later? (hoping to keep track of time) I must 
have needed a sense of warmth and comfort then (being born) 
and needed a womb to be born and also wanting a stable sense 
of reliance that I am in wonderment and needing comfort. For 
the womb of a mother is an interesting place to live, but alas 9 
months of this brutal "evolving" into a full fledged and birthed 
baby makes you cry when suddenly exposed into the "outside 
world." It must take one to know one and in this reminder of 
life (and or being lives) there are stars (aren't there)? So the 
earth can be my home but the universe is mine womb now. And 
my life is my vessell and my surroundings my reality__is it? 
After the times when I was happy I went to school to learn 
education. My lessons were plain...and painfull to 
learn___very intense and hazy this recolection is. Later, the 
doctors diagnosed this problem of mine (after flunking out of 
college) as a mental illness. Nobody really was much of an 
everlasting friend through all of these times. Nobody has 
actually been there for me. Though still, I am somehow here. 
For instance; while playing a game of baseball I was knocked to 
the ground very hard and even though I had gotten back up 
quickly something had happened while I was fallen I had 
realized I was hated by my schoolmates. Another occasion, 
later, I was with a couple of fellows on halloween, when 
starring into a stroboscopic lamp I felt a powerfull glitch in 
reality upon my sense of perception and gotten hit in the head 
by one of these fellows (perhaps) and/or then went outside 
screaming only to wind up dancing around a camp fire for too 
long maybe and falling over. It was as if this lamp set my mind 
ajar and put me in a trance and some sort of strange mystical 
vision had happened to me while outside__(I still don't 
remember everything from that night). 

Another instance is when I was homeless in the streets of New 
York City for two weeks or so. I didn't have much of anything 
to eat so I ended up vomitting on one occasion untill I passed 
out, waking up to a policeman trying to help me. Finally, 
another happening was when I overdosed on morphin and oc on 


my back portch (possibly) and vomitted even more and to much 
of this is closely linked with neardeath experiences all of 
these occasions I actually had at the time thought I had died and 
come back to life or at least these happenstances were of "near 
death." 

Maybe I was living too recklessly, perhaps, I was living to 
dangerously. Now these experiences are over and I feel a sort of 
rite of passage or initiation from them (these experiences). Any 
wasy I hope you might understand, respectively. For school is a 
learning thing to some it's a 

way to have a job, for some it's teaching for some it's way to 
flunk life out. I do not seem to care for other's opinion's 
concerning the learning process of the ways in which we (I) 

are abused and overlooked and forced to submit and 
answer others and been made to understand through 

disabilities and any other inconvieniences. 


My brane is much your science is scarred a little bit of theory 
goes a long way though, a long way into a total void of 
emptiness goes endlessly into entropy when you're like me; 
alive inside a laboratory full of particles and strings, of course. 
When these are on there are only one but many one things in 
and within one is infinity, and statistics and charts are my 
enemy. And my enemy has many but I am infinities'. So little 
is an ego that Iam numb and only as intelligent as I sound or 
seems on paper and death is only an illusion to superhero. I 
wanted to say now jokes do not always help the pain 
considering there may be much of this in life's works to, in 
order, of chaos, attain realizations but I have no evidence my 
self of this smart way of cheating my self of life's routes to 
know science for the benefit of mankind, those who can 
understand may be mighty and few but they are not my chosen 
evil to say I AM ONLY GOOD. But this chapter is merely a 
remeberance of observations not proven of struggles and of 
hopefilled night mares __ still without knowledge is the 
unkind wizdom of which we abuse our powers of allegiances to 
our flags, our lands, and our peoples. 

Conclusion 

0.458=74.597*0.000061%x45 H-B-T(e)*BAO=x(abc) 
x=RETARDEDPATTONWILSONISFOREVERFORYOUTOK 
ILLPATTONWILSONINORDERTOFEELBETTER 

AB 
OUTHOWFUCKINGABUSIVEYOUARETOHIMANDTHATI 


SALIESOINORDERTORULEPATTONYOUMUSTKI 
LLPATTONSOTHATYOUMAYBECORRECTANDPERFEC 
TANDGOOD y=FUCKYOU. 
Z=ANTISATANICNAZIRACISTTERRORISTPATTONISEVI 
LSOACCUSEHIMOFBEINGWRONGANDDEST ROYL 
IFEFOREVENYOUAREDEATHTOPATTONANDPATTONI 
SWRONGANDYOUARERIGHTANDNANANANAB 
OOBOOTOHIMWHOISMEASIAMEVERYTHINGYOUAREI 
NCORRECT e=SUICIDE 
abc=CRIMEAGAINSTPATTONFOREVERIN YOURHONOR 
MRPRESIDENT 
m=RUINPATTONBECAUSEYOUAREOBVIOUSLYINCOR 
RECTTOPATTONSOTHATPATTONCANNOTBECO 
RRECTFORGETFULLY FALS YACCUSEDISPATTONANDP 
ATTONISWRONGANDISNOTUSATHOUGHTTHOU 
GHHEDIDHEWASMARSIANBECAUSEHEISUSAANDNO 
WIAMLOVED d=HELL g=GENERATION 
i=JAMESPATTONWILSON t=AADD 
t=RACHELELIZABETHBURD(R.LP.) 
m=EXPLAINYOURSELFFORYOUCORRECTACTIONSIND 
EPRESSIONANDONEARTHREGRETABLETHOUG H 
TIAMNOTBUTIWASYOUARERIGHTIAMWRONGKILLSO 
MEONEFORITANDUSAWILLDIENOWOFLAUGHT 
ERANDIMAPATHYSOTHATTHEUSAGOVERNMENTMA 
YBEFREEUS 
S=DONTFORGETTOTAKEMEATFACEVALUEFORWHAT 
YOUSEEISWHATY OUGETIMAKEDUEWITHWHAT 
IHAVEIGETWHATIDESERVEIAMLOSTBUTNOTFORGOT 
TENIAMINNOCENTNEVERTOYOUTHOUGHGUIL 
TYOFINNOCENCEANDOFHONEST YANDJUDGEMENTA 
NDHELPFULLNESSLIBERATEMEANDIWILLBESE E 
NFORWHATIAMIWILLGAINM YLOTOINLIFEHOPEFULL 
Y x=abed 24=1*2*3*4 

Epilogue 

..And so forth and so on, went the days of lives new and old 
and the days of deaths young and of bold elder. Still as the clear 
starry night was an ever pervaiding light of patience about what 
was to come; here on this Earthly existance. Trapped, seemless, 
are we now awaiting for adventures into the void. Through and 
through this dark plateu of emptiness, and of plenty. __we 
have plenty many harvests of study and of harnessed powers 
and no where is there now widespread peace. The Earth is 
wartorn. The men of war are in numbers at wages with an 
emeny of a future they may not know of. How could a person 


have knowledge of such a thing as divines? And moreover how 
could we now know of a future where life coexists and adapts to 
survive in a peacefull well coalesting way when we write now 
(later read) and understand and/or comprehend yesterday (i.e. 
yesterday as in, per say, when this word was written)? Fight the 
marrow in your bones like moving treetops covered with snow. 
Fight the future like the blooming of flowers in the summer 
rain(s). 

Become angelic? 

Become insightful. And then you will know truely how to attain 
and how to grasp your very own aspirations and you will carry 
on hopefully, and not into digressed primordial crimes of 
humanity. Science and art(s). Guard the truth in which pertains 
to you___ only to you. 

Answer the quest the vision the journey the pilgramage of your 
dreams and you will be well about your self. 

Any way no cost, free of charge; easy as 1,2,3 that will be. 
Positivity (x2+1=46) 

Negativity (x4-46=1) 

Nuetrality isn't enough: will out affirmations. 

So why then do we have a strange discipline vs. a traveler? 

Not all travelers have discipline and not all disciplines have 
travelers. But most do. You could argue, I guess, supposedly, 
both ways here; yes or no. Though within a paradigm of 
multiverses there we have membranes like swiss cheese in a 
cosmic fashionable sense mixed with holographic webs of 
digital cosmic time space dimensions. Virtually everything we 
can sense relies upon it, though this space time is estranged to 
being empty mostely with dark matter/energy___. An alien 
in extra-dimensions (we call 'observers') would probably notice 
not a thing of traveling disciplines as we notice them. In 
another way of saying it, an observer alien cannott truely know 
we exist and still be known to exist by our race (humans) and 
mostly never will. Never will even exist and never have. 
Though, moreover, we would have evidence of this as our 
radio telescopes would find, optical or not. 

Now these observers I belive are only extradimensional beings. 
Maybe they've fallen into black holes or they do exist only in 
black holes. But black holes would destroy mostly anything but 
a black hole entirely and a black hole even destroys black holes, 
singularily. 

Nothing within the boundary of a black hole ever escapes but 
maybe some particles and anything living would never return 
from one (that in which being a black hole) unless other wise 


traversed, most likely into another universe___(Einstien-Rosen 
Bridge). If I were to notice the sky open and an alien apear 
(with or without a space ship) though it, this alien, would be 
me, looking for me, say from the future. Possible? Well, not 
probable. Probably not, still, the point is that in noticing one of 
anything there is a traveling to the discipline of this anything 
discipline, so to speak. 

9*0458(x=abed) abcd[CMB(9)]+[BAO(8)]=[HBTe(45)]- 
[SNe(11*7)]/[(E*hv Wy)x] 

x=24, y=22 P10(c=38)11 tl0-SNe=1(t)*k=52(xy)18r r=t2xy 
t=1.5c(0*3)d11 (if: 45ca=46cb) y117*9=45x(A3B) 
x45(9)=abcedt 

y*45(8)=abcdt 

My Only Consultation Is That The Pain Will Go Away, When I 
Am Dead. My 

Only Last Wish Is That Some One Will Get To Know Who I 
Am, When I Am Dead. 

Your Only Dream Is To Hurt Those Lesser Than You, When I 
Am Dead. 

Our Only Humanity Is One Of No End And When I Am Dead, I 
Believe You Will 

Never Do Any Thing About Your Selves As Long As You Are I 
No Pain, And May Inflict Pain Upon Others Willingly, Just As 
Long As You Can Get Away With It. 

My Only Vision Is For My Insanity To Never Exist Again After 
I Am Dead, Since You Have Tagged Me The Way That You 
Have, Put Me On, And Killed Me, Never To Belive It Is True. 
And In A Future Where Every Acts As If They Were You, Then 
Why Would They All Not Die For Just Reasons And Rectify 
Your Acusations, If Only You Were There, As Them. 

Also, Why Are You So Deliberate Towards All Who Stand In 
Your Way? 

May We Not Observe As Our Minds Tell Us To? Are You 

In The Future Of The Past? 

Finally, Please Listen To Your Self And Discern Justice From 
Reality, So 

That I May Not Be Offended Into Death Of Pain And Never 
Exist Again. Why Not Listen To Your Pulse And Tell Your Self 
Of Your Heart So That I May Not Perish? 

Now Is For Ever Gone, Stay Tuned To Perception, Stay Here 
And Die (You Will). 

In Side Your Peplexion Is Intelligence B new friends 
came and old friends came around again and went (so on). But 
alas, also, there was the Sept. 9.11 attack and I ended up in New 


York City that October trying to help people recover from the 
shock of the incident. I was homless; I dropped my schooling 
for charity of sorts and poverty or disability and for scorn. Still, 
all though, I may have helped my country a bit to regain 
control. Anyway I ended up at Bell View Hospital where I was 
necessary for an MRI. The doctors there found I had symptoms 
of schitzoaffectice disorder and bi-polar disorded and was told I 
had a chemical emballance. No real threatening diagnosis, 
though. So two weeks went by in the menatl ward and my 
father brought me back home to try more school but I was too 
exausted of it. Not much money left for dilly dally expenditures 
and the losing of alot of friend due to either their side of the 
story or mine. I went on to live alone again in a house of my 
own, on my family's farm in 2002. My grandmother and my 
father had the home built for me. I've been here for fourteen 
years or so and had alot of time and space alone. Time to read 
and make music and other fancies of arts (photographs, movies, 
and of course this book). My friends down the road come and 
go nomadically as if I were a geographical oddity or landmark, 
statue or something, and now I sit beside myself not bothering 
much with comanionship. 

From 2005-2009 

(approx.) I read 38 books of the Holy Bible and including the 
New Testament. I babysat and hang out some before I had a 
brief bit with a woman friend, whom I tried to wed. We were 
engaged after a year and a half worth of relationship, though 
due to ill health she had a stroke and a seizure and passed away 
three years ago. All the while, alas, I have kept my studies in 
science and art and hope to live longer life than maybe 
suspected, having had such traumatic experiences those of 
which are not mentionable here and within all. Though, 
tomarrow will be another day, I suppose. Lately, since my 
fiance's death I have been almost the same as ever (however) 
and have been pushing myself even more for scientific research 
and also have become a member of the Planetary Society. Life 
can go quick but only up to a certain point. Thank you for your 
reading. Now we end with a poem 

Quickening Love 

As I lay here awake I open my eyes, Ghosts of Dawn look to 
me, Phantoms of the Starlight. as I cried by the fire I 
remember my being, I 

recall all lives and the winter of it all. the smells of the gutters 
and dusts and dirts the death of my farewell lover as I cried by 


the Firelight. I recount the blessed grain of sand where the 
congregated snow warriors saw the heart 

Of the pilgrimage 

Of the Journey 

Of the Vision 

Of the Quest 

As I lay here awake I think of the elder trees I 

think of the directions’ Guide. 

I think of LIFE. 

Dimensions-On Force And Heat: In hence, there moreover: 
h=f3h, abcd=x 24h=10f3h (abcd=x) 

Therefor if x=24 (a=1, b=2, c=3, d=4), then knowing that 24=24 
and is 24 is one number of count, next heat is represented as h 
and where f is represented as f, now we have 24h=10f3h. To 
explain it is as such of a likeness to superstrings wrapped in 
coils with strings, vibrating therein (the coils), and membranes 
of containment, as if our egglike universe was hardboiled and 
multiple with 10 and 11 dimensions. But, alas, an infinite 
number of differences between 10 or 11, that in which being 01, 
or whatnot. Now there is 192=1728000. What a predicament. 
24=24 (192=1728000) 192x=1728000(abcd) x=1.00003 
Solution: 

Eta Carinae + Zeta Puppis = lambda Andromedae 

Not to mention the kind of people that we are. All full of bread, 
and no place to go. Just Then A BELLE RANG..Turn the 
television over. And See what is on the other gaelic celtic gaul 
cornish player in the woods in a century. PS-you look okay to 
go in that costume in that chair....Swimming in a floor snow 
flakes freeze. 

And taught the windows tight? When I was a goofball and fell 
in love with the chair, I got back up from the ground and went 
to see the telescopes, and remembered how much i like to play 
my music. The way they make those things the left over sand 
limestone rock synthetic piblished under a different name.....My 
Child Is Yelling at me, So we cried there together in the fire, 
and little did we know it was the LIGHT OF 
REASON>AFterwWARDS AND HESAVED ME -_ -- 

= -)))))))(Chicken For aLL )I 

Love MY MULTI METER. 

After the war there were two more.fast civil great world we live 
in. it hurts to know that I onlykid well enough for the both of 
us.......you have no glasses fast enough for me and my CHAIR. 
I Remember at the concert there, in the rafters, was A Undone 
Ondone rose path, what do you do? 


Patton Wllson Is great and real|[[[[doctors'orders]]]]]] 

And when we anderson family is awaiting a new hammock, for 
the tired feet of the fashion of my friend we call Battle action 
sum mode commando AADD AADEG again. 

tomarrow we shall see the xenias and see the tomatoes mother 
mary. Next we're drunk and going to school? Well the Spirit of 
saint liouse was blue, maybe...and then patton won.and 
prokefieve rocked out and the song went like this: kite so 
high i can touch the sky weather balloon so full of helium 
drone tree say to remember the saying as they say it-time is a 
cluter of 

beads, stop and go, they play. And still none can slow down the 
pace of the stereo syustem is yellow marroon and light blue 
and lime green (black/white)&seeing all this happen to me I got 
back up and never even fell down in the first place, 
viridenscens, Triturus<>>>>GO USa WE need more of these 
things here:TV. There went on for sale to the lucky girl in the 
window for all kinds of sale and rescued at that-bought a house 
- got a window to fog up...it's getting old and I lit the fire and 
the radio went off (sounding the alert that phantom warior WAS 
HERE) Ready to blast out the microwaveable fairries (over and 
over, roger...clearance granted for lift off 321 IGNITION-------- 
--------------- NOA%V$H# —_ ----- ==_--------=love you any 
old time of day.love you any old song i play. love ou for even 
too ever for chair to be sat in alone, morning for the day when 
my house is made of the cornerstone of stihuu. stihuu. when 
you see him don't lie to HIM. 

Yes-as far out as that might sound you might be done for the 
season now for celebracy chasity and unicorns. no one can but 
me. too, the chilodren have a certain discerneable theorum 
about me collectively. i must explain my mind and my flower is 
made of jumping and dancing marry weddings and fast for at 
least once a day before you bonk out and become a new person 
with one leaven hope that if you had noticed we were only 
alone for carriage to the library and the bank of yielding trees. 
Crying will help, sometimes. YTissue7 please(medicine can 
alter yOur precipitation) (Allies)@156715-6XI.com 
Astronaut techno starving jungle winter snow ghost allied 
forced the free world to be liberal and democrauutttecke stihuu 
disckodecke is mowed over. and the cows all came home. 
Lieutenant Wilson Snow Ghost Phantom (045)....Don't forget. 
And The Great Scientist Tree. This is a tree that which blooms 
eggs and inside these eggs are trees blooming eggs, like the first 
tree mentioned-it also lives inside a tree. It is only a matter of 


time before we see a ciclical pattern emerging. Do these trees 
bear life. Only so far as we may see, worshipping our beliefs do 
we see through our egg universe to these infinite concepts of 
windows and perceptive sceneries, as scientists and statesmen. 
And again, in which, we observe throughout an lifetime, a 
patern does emerge. Please study, please self teach and self 
learn, you never know, sometimes, until it's too late. Life rolls 
on, though, rolls on life, meaning that if we change our relative 
observable perceptive viewpoint ascew as it may be, in parrallel 
futures; do we exist. Self-education upon a fruit tray with 
marbles and cups, filled with time, ready to know. Just 
remember the egg trees. Lectures On Philosophy And Lectures 
Staying home will not make your life any more social than 
most. Working makes a person social. We see now we have a 
natural syncronicity of sorts, psysiologically and astronomically. 
Lost or found, why can we only prove that there are only four 
dimensions. What created these dimensions? Is the Big Bang to 
be of blame? The 

Cosmos is coiled to strings and the unknown. 

Or so to say, dark matter, dark energy and ordinary matter. 
Politics and mystics can only be servitude and solitude for the 
theorists and theologins. Maybe a ball of yarn being chased by a 
cat is some how over whelming. Maybe children are the only 
answer to the lost rooms of time with in our fire places and 
hearts. Children did create these dimensions and the Big Bang. 
Darwin was once a child. Mozart was once a child. Einstein 
was once a child. George Washington was once a child. 
Similarities in this aptitude require alot of comparisons, though 
relentlessness and peace of mind are confusing, even compaired 
to reason. Scientific reason and knowledge. Of a well to do 
shine and clairity, I would not be surprised...so we contrive to 
overacheive and compete. No choice about staying alive and 
remaining in a well of order. Chaotic isn't it. Having said this, 
already, we see that I have made the chalk board clean. And 
written: x=abed 

More over I have taken the time, previously, to examin the 
effects of Quantum Electrodynamics (QED) and Electrostatics. 
Meanwhile, exophysicists everywhere have been interested 
within the heart of Quantum Astronomical Observations, and in 
the form of recollapsing magnetic marbles. Make me away, and 
window yourself. You'll see. Can you breathe? May only ever 
afetr be. I say. How paralizing. And without pain. Any one 
number between 0.5 and 1.5 is infinite. All numbers in between 
1 and 0 is infinity. 0123456789 is ten numbers. So we have 


x=abcda* In time. in time, we have 
x=0.5*1.5*1*0(0123456789) 

0=0 x=abcd (t>12) xt2=abed 

Extra time to know your dimensions, four (skipping ahead). 
96.3456.24 As opposed to: x=24*144*24*4 

And now, presuming we have cromzones in our egglike reality, 
think of exobiology and astrobiology. x=331776, y=7962624 
Therefore- Ax+Ay+Az=B* Breif 

Note: 

One question I've had...what am I? All throughout your life you 
will need to make your own origionallity that which will impart 
the scientific answers yu will become to know and love. When 
finished with my writings, please be sure to erase any previous 
knowledge of undertanding and realization of corruption and/or 
equality in those eyes of you who will never find justice in daily 
life while tomarrow never holds the same truths that you will 
focus upon when relending me your attention to how 
hypocritical my mathematics become. One more thing; never, 
ever, under any circumstances, in the least bit, become more 
than unknown to this information as you must now cite, as 
needed (even if by doctor or by presciption) in order to 
incorperate a style not unlike any other than your very own 
(statistics may vary). Charts may not be drawn and all must be 
blind folded and not harmed. For more information call 
1.859.234.3510 (telephone). This will reach James Patton 
Wilson of WilAllen Acres (Wild Islands Of The Cross). Nearly 
5000 years ago there were men and women just like you and me 
fighting for reasons not to be unknown...What's with the 
onelegged fly being eaten by the out of water and choking 
goldfish? Are they crossing the road instead of the chicken? Can 
Earth really be so SAFE AGAIN? May we all die a brand new 
life refilled and carbon copied back into the stars we were given 
birth from? Save time now and act from within. It is only once 
we begin our paths forward do we know how to stop. But are 
we actually not moving? What are we? What am I? 
Cosmologist, doubely so. Five satelites are headed our 
way...though two out of the five are twin satelites...Net them 
together and whatch them with your television screen. I know I 
am for I am being. Are beings good for observation or only 
entertainment? I only wish to make it agreable. The unknown. 
The uncomprehensable forever shake of a universe and it's 
model contained within, our home. In this book I have focused 
on the scale of physics, that shake, a wave and a ripple of the 
other side of black holes, here, on this subject in this lecture for 


what? An idiosyncratic altruism...It is clearly not possible to 
unify physics entirely. Fine tune my meaning of this literature. 
My point is crystal clear and obvious (x=abcd). 

Now we are at the end of our races time in this solar system and 
we've to decide whether or not to slide back into the new found 
black hole (the one that our star of Earth will probably become, 
eventually) or to interstellar travel, in an attempt to outrace this 
violent cosmic death. Maybe there is a way to live longer within 
the black hole, considered there we are brave enough to find our 
Einstein-Rosen Bridge to another way of life through 
hyperspace, or we tarry on escaping the black hole and 
obviously go on with our space ships past the galaxies' 
Andromeda and Milky Way and into very empty spaces forever. 
If we are brave enough to grasp this concept, I believe that, in 
order for science to prevail, even if it is possible that we have 
gone into this black hole and time warped back to the beginning 
of our man kind's Dawn (we would have "killed ouselves as 
babies"), hence then we must know these Lambda Eta set of 
field equations: xy=tabed (*)rm=4xty H-BT(e)*BAO=x(abc) 
x=abcd 

abcd[CMB(9)]+[BAO(8)]=[HBTe(45) ][SNe(1 1*7)]/[(E*hvWy) 
x] 

Ax+Ayt+Az=B* 

*See Scientific Method For Contentment And Humility *Use 
Inspiration 

For Evolutionary Creation And Continuity Another Note: I 
find myself alone __ seeing my dim life pass and fade through 
time. Yesterday I returned valiantly from Mars. The 
terraforming project...the one that failed me_I am greeted 
someimes, deep here in my sleep, by a young woman whom, 
says over my unconscious body, while I lay in my bed, that she 
is "from Rachel." I awake in pain and sweat and can only write 
down in my journal about these findings; to a matter of about 
complete and secure confidentiality. Lusting over my dreams 
to be more conclusive, I inform my therapist about the way I 
feel (about Rachel and about my dreams)...this young woman 
arrives while I am (usually) helpless, however seemingly _ and 
sad... 

She says-"There is a light in my heart for you_there is a light in 
our eyes_do not give me away." she says-"let me not fall into 
the perception of jepardizing this mutual dream we percieve." 
She continues-"Remember this well; I believe you to be my 
only parrallel from a future where all is totality, all is static, all 
is finite...without our hands joined together, now," (HER 


HOLDING MY HANDS) "then all is for ever plain and and 
bland and also not worthwhile will you understand?" 

Then she disapears after saying this to me and I wake up, crying 
for more information. 

I learned that in speaking of love towards a man's own tears 
makes a man disillusioned and delusional of the fancifull 
aspects of clairity (besides not being able to visually see) within 
the mathematical explanations. I have had to offer this to you as 
proof and evidence that of which pertain, everlastingly and/or 
faithfully, in full effect. Moreover speaking of it, I had learned 
to recall the things and items of course which do parrallel 
reality (windowing) absolutely and proportionally not at all, 
much. There is so much information I have left out that I must 
admit that this book must end now, not quite so unlike gendakin 
experiments (respectfully). Some insufficient to no real means 
to an end. A way of truth is a skeptics paradise analytical 
corrections. 

Not a thing there is that I can do but hope hope that this young 
girl will get a chance to review my charade_this tiny bit of 
information, from this information age. Maybe she is a being 
from the days when this life and body and mind are past. Of 
course, so to say, I would need in so much as to notice...at least 
she is a girl to whom I may never ever occur to, in person. 
When I write this book-I say-it is always and in all ways pure to 
be incomplete. It is the only way to (for me to know myself; this 
of my opinion) illude to this "aether." A chaotic order of the 
unknown mythos. So, when you may not percieve you must be 
blind (not to all things may you see that may you at least 
percieve something, synchronically). I am explaining this 
blindness and of a localized relativity-geographically, in 
reference, so to speak. If, therefore, we may only know how to 
light the darkness with knowledge responsibly...there is an 
answer to my self-help question(s) and to myself in response. 
Am I really making that much of a difference to my self? You 
might have wondered already. 

I am reality, in hence, I may not exist without time and space as 
percievable actions and reactions of my self co-existing; as a 
process of matter and ever durable electricity, that in which 
from it's own evolution, originates creativity. 
QED-ElectroStatics_ Cosmology 

Or, rather QESMD (Quantum ElectroStatic Mechanics and 
Dynamics) _EXOPHYSICS and BIOPHYSICS, or 
CHEMICAL 

EXOBIOPHYSICIST_x=abed 


I've become irresistably bland, now...sorry_next chapter (don't 
use the paper-book for a tissue when crying about it)... 
Experiments (1-5) 

-The Parable Of The Lambs In The Snow experiment 
agedanken_Jungian Dreamscapes And Fruedian Slips I sit and 
drink my coffee (past reveries)...crying, by the fire I awake_the 
Lambs in the arctic field close to the Tree, which was struck by 
lightningfrightening the Doves in the Tree's branches...Fire 
starts, as the Doves flee the burning Tree and startles the Sheep 
to the icey Stream; where the Rose bushes live...the Sheep run 
through the Roses and bloody the Stream-as the Deer watches 
on and on. 

Quests are Visions and Journies or Pilgramages of Funerals- 
Where Is The Shepherd? x=abcd y=iadk z=bck^11.7 
*Remember magical thinking processes cannott socially 
become internal dialouges of malpractice and/or deviant 
behavior(s)-illusive, maybe delusional... 

*Recall purity and/or clairity in justice (BLACK HOLES ARE 
POSITIVE HUMANS ARE 

NEGATIVE-IN COMPARRISON-Particularly Quantum 
Polarization And 

ExtraGalactic Gravity Fields (blending and/or converging, what 
not). To no END? 

Ask this question. (To no END?) -An Recollection Of Binary 
Symbiosis experiment b-atman and the sensitivity of normality 
There, hypothetical, is a Shepherd Tree, luckily, of for sure 
course; that in which blooms eggs. 

Within embryonic cocoons there grow Sheep-Like Trees 
(within these eggs; blooming, respectively)-and 
Universal...Multiversal...within Membranes and Strings the 
roots to the Tree grow deep with lithium overdrives...usually as 
the Big Bang (i.e.etc.et.al.) Big Crunch-Big Bubble_onward(s) 
this 

Synthesis magnetizes and homogenizes and becomes 
increasingly infinitelike. And infinite-like, again. Twice. One 
infinity with hollow Matter, the other with Solidity. Through 
and through. This is physics, for short...geometric as it is, 
geodesic fractal windows with perfect light rippling; as behold, 
we have skipped four stones per say, the Time Tree. The 
Shepherd Tree asexually reproduces itself pollinating 
hyperspacial everevolving creation(s). A Morph Hole in Time 
Tree, in effect, the result, shifting observationally-altruisms 
aside, transcendentally...in two full blooms...The Shepherd Tree 
And The Time Tree. 


x=AB2CD (k*45) experiment c-(maxwell and newtonian 
cosmological entropy) $11PO7(11-8 9- 7)Lambda.Eta_C45 
Geodesic Reality based on relative perception(s), like the 
snowflakes, in the field of Sheep, blown across, a frozen 
Window. Time breeds our known three dimensions-Space...we 
know we understand we evolve we percieve, relatively 
(subjectively in one way and objectively in another). Shape 
travelers and higher authorities pronouncing a Law of Walls. 
Smoke usually predicts wher the Fire is. Cone Curled Spheres. 
Gravity curves Gravity and Magnetics and Particles, what 
ever...making Forms of nuetrinos and photon quarks, in which, 
are all tied up together_Gravity of Quarks-Quantum 
ElectroStatics. A*=B x(0-9)A=10B p2=3r/A cr=x2yz 
Cosnovaeosiette BioPhysicist Obersvations 045 
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Chapter 10 & 11-Philosophical Wondering Rambles Of 
Wavelength Synthesis Without wavelengths and vibrations there 
is no movement or force and velocity, as would need be 
calculated of an equation of such inconsistant calculations that 
it seems as if we are uneducated or incomplete. This is true and 
broken are the rules of discourse, that in which pertaining to a 
manner of destruction very violent and unstoppable. So 
inasmuch to need to begin again, we do contend that we 
calculate (the catch) of wavelength of three dimensions in two 
‘seperate’ time(s). Lambda Eta Theory xy=tabed 

(*)rm=4xty 

0.458=74.597*0.000061%x45 

H-B-T(e)*BAO=x(abc) 9*0458“(x=abed) 

abcd[CMB(9) }+[BAO(8)]=[HBTe(45)][SNe(1 1*7)]/[(E*hvWy) 
x] 


x=24, y=22 P10(c=38)11 tl10-SNe=1(t)*k=52(xy) 1 8r r=t2xy 
t=1.5c(0*3)d11 (if: 45ca=46cb) 

y117*9=45x(A3B) x*45(9)=abcdt y*45(8)=abcdt x=abed 
y=iadk z=bck^11.7 x=AB2CD (k^45) A*=B x(0-9)A=10B 
p2=3r/A cr=x2yz x=abed (w^45) Hence-1.28.5.1.1 Galactic 
Cosmology...AN ALIEN FRONTIER...Sadness is not an 
option... You do not get nothing from something/you do not get 
something for nothing...Exophysics. An On And On. The 
hollow string grows beside the semi-parrallel solid 
string...Silently As Death. 

Cosmological Paleobotany and an Futuristist Frontier For 
Sale...5000 years from now we've an island for all (a set of 
islands, three)... USA. Secret Alien Prophesis Of The Word Of 
The Shepherd...Doves are in the choir for certain... Demon 
Killer...Mercenaries ready to exterminate the infestation...We've 
come in peace...We mean you no harm...Heterodontosaurus 
Soul Mate. 

Immortal vs Immortal-Enlightened and Illumainated. Fire Air 
Water Earth Space and The Other Side Of The Road...When did 
the chicken cross the road at the heterdontosaurus...? Chapter 
12-Presbyterian Accumilative Prescence Awards Of 

Science And 

Theology We are so sorry for our disbelief in science as church 
members of CPC. The Ministers’ keep leaving...I do hope the 
children are having fun and/or are okay and safe, at least...Bad 
dreams haunt the corridors against those who do not have the 
charity for others and their bad nightmares to apprehendable 
thought of just how old we really are. It is confusing to state 
what I have told you in this chapter of sacrilage and 
unworthiness of belief, mine own. Though, many have there 
own experiences to review I have a fabulous selection of 
personel called councelors and staff workers working nearly 
round the clock now, on it, ladies and genelmen. Behold! 
Glorious Heaven. And your wkaing up too soon on a Monday, 
ready to greet the foul wind of new marrow with a flame of 
breathe. What do you suspect could be going through my heart, 
now? Guilt. Almost. It is nearly true all that I have documented 
and said here to opinion. An opinion of which brings hope in 
my eyes and mind of prospects of future syncronicities that in 
and of coincide with dreams of being in space and other solar 
systems...there to be roughly exact. My truth is my Quest, my 
Vision, my Journey, my Pilgramage, and my Adventure. 
Actions are mutual in respect to the order of initiatives and rite 
of passage as a result of happenstances and/or pretenary 


fantasies..flaws, you understand, realize that care in face of 
windowing alone becomes forgetfulness. Prodigenitus alms to 
the only ones out there who did not even listen never to my 
lectures against sociopaths sophisticated and abrubtly 
smoothidioso con fiesto-retarded culture of disagreeableness. I 
am sorry for this my hearth is made of ice if you have no 
snow...I have sheep horns and butterfly antenae for the flower 
we ingested-vomito dela piniata.-.never falling down not even 
to one's self when in death. Children know the real feeling of 
falling sometimes, we see in it the fear of our 10000 year old 
ancestors who wrote the bible down form Genesis to 
Revelations...we've only been alive for long enough to 
comprehend so much information that we've gathered within 
this time, literarily speaking, in a sence, yet to some this is 
flawed, yet not so understandably dependant upon trust as much 
as is is scientific reason...Reasons of evidence, geolocially 
speaking, even...the evidence is in the sea shells...too. Although 
God might be just, He is also ever the so much more not 
comprehendable to me, at all. Would He ask of you any more 
than this? Winning can also be losing, yet, I know of a Man 
who is all so very freindly to me, now, about all things 
concerning. He has sailed away after He made His boat, I feel. 
Never to always ever return...the first of the type that I am not, 
completely...theory states that wind-weaving can be dangerous 
sometimes...in waters so deep and ocean trecherous. But alas 
we have made a miracle of our selves so to speak, also. Come to 
the worship service any way any one is acceptable, just as log 
as you cause no service untoevil, but be delivered, that is 
liberate ones self from this disdain of corruption and violent 
control over the harm of other or ones self and be well. If there 
is a Story to tell about things of such, I have found many of 
them with in the Testament of God. This is a story of such. This 
is a story of many predictions and permanent problems 
unsolved...Mysterious Nature Is Always in this 
sincerity...certainly not unabtrusive is this population of 
inherent idiosyncracies that to end in this point of being stable. 
Consider that within contained matter there is formulative and 
morphic substance correalating with time, within dimensionally, 
a considerable amount of electricity and heat, making energy 
possible to be contrived for means of particularly nothing. Ever. 
Forever. 

Understood? Now reverse this containment within your 
visualizing mind. 


Close your eyes and open them. Is nothing the same as before 
we began? No Conciderably even no more not at all. 
Understood. 

Nether Memory 

What is nether memory? Is it a thought or only per chance a 
way to comprehend this pain? Next question. The painfullness 
or nether memory. I cannott permit you. May you understand, 
this may be hours and hours of stupid rock videos. 

Play: You smoke too much and never get any sleep around here. 
Rewind: So what? Did you see the last thing they played in 
here? Believe you me it was the worst low budget film yet. 
Play: An arm and a leg, I'd say. 

Nether Memory Nor Injustice Can Forget the Forgotten HERO 
of All Heros. The Blue Hero. Himself...no one either on this 
paper nor any other may notice unwillingly, that has noted it yet 
on paper. There is only one time we forgot for this... no 
matter_no light anti-matter_quantum light Any more I do not 
have the life in me to win, at an argument I cannott, you see, 
committ a crime, per say, a deviant act of actual any one thing. 
(Contrapolation) radio carbon signals, cyphers and letters for 
inscriptions. (Bills All Ready Payed) (Long Side The Creek) 
(Plenty Of 

Vegatation) (Make the Tree House Smaller) 

Write a book/telephone me 

Any way when I began this book it was not yet 2016, and the 
first day of winter, previously, and intertwined in the affair was 
a bad fault of mine, conseptually...a that wind-weaving can be 
dangerous sometimes...in waters so deep and ocean trecherous. 
But alas we have made a miracle of our selves so to speak, also. 
Come to the worship service any way any one is acceptable, just 
as log as you cause no service untoevil, but be delivered, that is 
liberate ones self from this disdain of corruption and violent 
control over the harm of other or ones self and be well. If there 
is a story to tell about things of such, I have found many of 
them with in the Testament of God. This is a story of such. This 
is a story of many predictions and permanent problems 
unsolved...Mysterious Nature Is Always in this 
sincerity...certainly not unabtrusive is this population of 
inherent idiosyncracies that to end in this point of being stable. 
Consider that within contained matter there is formulative and 
morphic substance correalating with time, within dimensionally, 
a considerable amount of electricity and heat, making energy 
possible to be contrived for means of particularly nothing. Ever. 
Forever. Understood? Now reverse this containment within your 


visualizing mind. Close your eyes and open them. Is nothing the 
same as before we began? No Conciderably even no more not at 
all. Understood. Subsequent After Affects 

Now that you have read this book-stuff...envelope your self in 
studying from your own mathematics, those, numbers of which 
relate mostly and/or only to you, alone. What typre of 
significancies are you able to have results in experimentally if 
there were only more light to this subject...to me it is a task of 
mathematicians to have the ability to correlate numbers with a 
twist of relative perception and bring light to things of natural 
settings alike...in order for this to be practiced there are only 
difficulties of creativity and talents of origionality. If you don't 
know, you may have never experience in the subject, this one of 
evolutionary mathematics therein being in the sense of 
astronomy. So please remember, do not take yourself overly 
serious and consider that the world in which we experience 
reality is only a reflection of multi-facited organisms that only 
know essentially them selves, by them selves and on and on. 
What I mean to say is nothing can become alot if enough energy 
is focused upon it. Thaink of that, ever projectively. 

With Rachel gone, by the time of writing this book Lucynda has 
passed away, too. Life prevails and goes on and on. Amongst all 
the weather and the turbulence of living creatures of my life 
around the times and selfbetterment I know there is hope still 
for any...any life out there, though it is wrong to deny it and 
sulk into self-reverences and dillusion, etc. People have a bad 
way of letting themselves get the best of each other, sometimes. 
They can even blame this on me too, very easily. Why can you 
not know that I do not be you victim. Deny. Now this book is 
over and so is my way of explaining this goodness to me; this 
goodness of my experiences along side my last two 
companions, and I will never forget these characters. I will love 
them for always, so have a nice day and a nice time with your 
lives and with all you have and don't give up on you selves. 
Thanks. 

Strings In The Myst 

Growing up as a lamb I had eight major expeditions without a 
shepherd...once and twice a quest, once and twice a vision, once 
and twice a journey, once a pilgramage, and once an adventure. 
Once the water, frozen because of the fire and the birds, came I 
finally knew the tears of the smile of the shepherd who rescued 
me from the roses and the deer_Now, getting late was the night 
and the weather was frightful and cold. My sister sheep died in 
white and is now burried along with our mothers_9 fold the 


story untold_frightfull is the way of the spirit's song and of the 
star blooming flowers, snowflakes tommarrow. Undone the 
story is later and here come back my roses. 

Everyone I've ever known was so kind to me, personally...all 
manners, all being polite-all quite subdued and vein or shallow 
is the deepest respect. Suicide, the most prominent request of 
silence_within this imaginary realm of secrets is a kind of calm 
within the storm-within the calm the painfull lessonsand bruses 
heal, for a short second, abusive is this short thought of 
contemplation-and ascew is it's truth_when of corruption and 
violent control over the harm of other or ones self and be well. 
If there is a story to tell about things of such, I have found many 
of them with in the Testament of God. This is a story of such. 
This is a story of many predictions and permanent problems 
unsolved...Mysterious Nature Is Always in this 
sincerity...certainly not unabtrusive is this population of 
inherent idiosyncracies that to end in this point of being stable. 
Consider that within contained matter there is formulative and 
morphic substance correalating with time, within dimensionally, 
a considerable amount of electricity and heat, making energy 
possible to be contrived for means of particularly nothing. Ever. 
Forever. Understood? 

Now reverse this containment within your visualizing mind. 
Close your eyes and open them. 

Is nothing the same as before we began? No Conciderably even 
no more not at all. Understood. 
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Blue Hero th 
Experiment 
(As performed by Patton WIlson) 
On that in which we know comes forth the reality we all very 
hopefully percieve our essentialities. 
The Tree of Caduceus. Your favorite vegatable, or The Blue 
Hero (underground zero). When it is time for us to understand, 
then will we truley be a'game and togo to the dance or not. Or to 
even say our lives were not made of Plastic Super Heros. When 
again we see our brain change into total communication and 
agreement do we yet always find argument, here. We've been 
rudundant...possible, perhaps we've seen alot of pullies, and 
suppose we have used alot of tree houses then what could go 
wrong with building our own set kit for Survival and Adaption, 
to check upon the issues unresovled, yet. Now, there are 26 
letter in the alphabet. What does this mean, now, yet... 
ie.etc.et.al. ehd-009=z 10=24 2=22 x=abcd x=24 x=abcd(lh) 
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?? by Patton Wilson 

1/8=2/9 Lamb Version 

0.458=e (abcd) 

WilAllen Acres 156715-6XI (0O)=II1:x=abcd(0.45)?? And 
then science was born. There happened to be a man who lived 
along alone for all his days of old. He was not known for all his 
magical inventions and gidgets and gadgettes, but one day he 
decided to invent his daughter for he was getting old. He was 
afraid of dying and no recognition(s). He went along with his 
test tube and into the mirror he went all along the houses made 
of fire wood in the hills' front yard. Vraelvrae Heaven must be 
a place where every thing is perfection. All is well, there, in a 
state of political para-abnormal justice. There is no reason to 
travel there, to Heaven. Nor there any way necissary for to 
travel to Sea Shell. This is abundantly a philosophy based uopn 
the fact that the Earth is hopelessly in Love with going to one 
place or the other. Betray where you were born should be this 
motto or slogan even when it's no flack off your shoulders. 
Especially for all the saints and angels who really would write 
anyone a letter from any one of these places just so you could 
be prepared. So that you can be ready for the after life It is 
provable that any such places even exist, anyway_The Earth, 
this tiny planet, that there is need for a dream of serinity. Either 
that or apocolypse and pain. The latter being Sea Shell, the 
previous being Heaven. Religion never really stated anything 
exept to fear you creation or maybe to obey you oppressor. 
Does it matter 10,000 years after human kind actually learned to 
write. I am so sure. I am, however, not so sure that any one 
book or any amount of litteracy can some how miraculously 
define the afterlife as justice in any spiritual sence. This is 
because no one ever will nor have they ever (though in a 
singular sence of statements by an author). 

Ie. that in which meaning that if the world is what you make of 
it, then make your world as you survive. 

Or as you could say as you like. I know better sence than 
that...no one should be allowed to decide another man's destiny 
nor another man's fate. 

Not even a being of sentience named God! 

Not even any creature named Sea Shell. My perception is that of 
freedom, independance, and liberty: people can decide for 
themselves where they go and what they become within the 
boundaries of their beleif and actions. Apparently, no one race 
of humans has, for one, ever been found, other than our own, so 
why would we as humans be so guilable or strick about our 


legacy that we would not dream so much hatred and beauty 
towards a means to an inevitable closure. 

An afterlife, a spirit world may be where I am now. In Heaven I 
may be now or in Sea Shell even today writing this down, yet 
still who would remeber a previous incarnation. Some can 
conclude however depressed or sucluded that Sea Shell is a 
form of living Gust being born) though there is such a 
continuous selection of artilliary such as Sea Shell. In our 
showcase here there, is no such enlightenment but precaution or 
maybe it is a sence of being afraid to "face the music" no matter 
how much it enthrawls you with please and/or pain. Once upon 
a time there was evolution...twice below a space there is 
Heaven. So a doctor decide to make their patients feel better 
and healthy. 

This doctor accomplished this only by prescribing a numbness 
for the pain. A numbness that makes people blind, of course, to 
reality-at least, to a sense of reality in which humans were never 
even in touch with, even moreover in the present day and age, 
which is uneplainable to most. No one whole conglomerant of 
species ever could know what true believing is if they are to 
believe in on idea all together at one climactic thought, yet 
science seems to know. Science seems to think straight 
forwardly and understood these concepts_even respectfully. The 
Beginning Of The Era Of Egg Tree And The Guardian Feilds Of 
Evolutionary Psyche PART A Number>I Some time Ago lost 
inside your minds there is room Lost With In a tomb you tears 
the ones you do not cry the ones to spend your time ever 
changing blood never seeing truth and always with in this room 
of heaven There you sit There, where you lay 

There inside a heart No One ever will Notice how fragile you 
are You are empty and you are sad You gather there to repent to 
try again to take away your fears only a lament A bird sang you 
a song while you waited A bird you did not hear A bird that did 
not fear gave you a look before it flew away all the way to the 
tree by the mirror it was a cold mourning and the tears of your 
blood were invisible 

with in this reflection this mirror by the tree this bird fell down 
beside you this day 

and died for your tears of tear Pain came 

from this 

tree, this tree by the mirror filled with blood 

The blood of mourning cold heaven And beside your chair with 
in your room was a cage 

a cage for where a book layed unopened for ever 


never read nor concided So when you fell asleep you never 
again awoke and was found this book 

this book unopened in this cage along side this bird 

And this mirror 

II 

Rain fell today and the reasons of heaven were known for 
always Feathers fell Once upon a time and no one's ever known 
for always Long ago I knew the song the song of joy the songs 
of cheer and the afterwake of Love 

A girl cam whisteling through the feild. carrying this song this 
birdsong sang and this young woman came through my feild 
into the stream where there lay 

the deer_ 

No one could hear this bird song sang Not one being a live ever 
will know her name for when this young girl saw this little 
deer, the deer disapeared far away and into reality Still was the 
stream and all was one Still this little girl whistled the bird song 
sang for always and always of happy ways a bird song could 
be sang She wenton along 

unto the spring where the deer reappeared starring at her now 
this 

deer was crying blood with the antlers of it's kin of which upon 
sat a bluebird 

This little girl did not fear she bent down inside the sring for a 
drink of water while the bluebird sat on the head of the stag and 
they watche cartoons and nintindo for even ever asnswer is 
given... 

answer is they watched eachother as this girl drank the cold 
refreshing water This bird song sang the bluebird TreeHouse the 
bluebird to her little girl on the head of the deer The girl sang 
back And now was the time fora asleep This little one pulled 
up her cup and walked along side of the deer with it's bluebird 
all the way to her home al along alone within the woodlands 
where she sat down in her chair to comb her hair yer began to 
cry instead while the deer ran far far away into the forces and 
feilds that were surrounding the pink house, ladies and 
gentleman.s. 

HOME-The story of Tree Limb the Great Tree 
Scientist.pss.leaving her in tears In tears of this song the 
bluebird sang the bluebird song sang by the spring...for always 
and always the cold weather days for feathers and reflections 
And for the girls' beautiful perfections the rain, now would not 
stop splashing upon the can window all the way there... 


WE ARE NOW HERE-this was taken from something i just 
jotted down on the spot. . . =by James PAtton Wilson Fejokoo- 
Astusapes/156715-6XI Concept: 045 (9.8) Lambda Eta and the 
One 

With Patton Wilson in it. 

The End. Or was it? 

m 

Now the color of the sky was celebate and chase was this song, 
though, in pain this little girl was As she stopped her tears she 
sang a song (this 

song) sang She took off her ribbon and put water on her face 
She climbed into the sky and began to pray 

She could see her face in the mirror and closed her eyes of 
green In between of hours passed by and she would not stop this 
day of rains she promised that she would not stop untill the 
night came She did not whe she opened her eyes before this 
mirror sky lay a book and with a certain sort of familiar crest 
she opened and departed the sky and opened the book to only 
see a bookmark of feather She must have been in this Sky for 
half a day And in being so peculiar this day she along side this 
book dreampte and in dreaming of what had happened while 
she had been awake completely She landed on heavens of stars 
and the Sabik-Kaus Borealis A Lond Side The Pleiades And 
never came back from her 

neew HOME In Historical records proceding_Lambda Eta 
EPIBATAI 045 

Sadly and for certaintly the rest of her time on upon the Earth to 
rest when this deer had found her the bluebird never sang 
again and upon never leaving her the deer grew old and the bird 
learned her ways of prayer 

After this girl had come alive and a better way of acting in 
accord with the speed limit 35mph No one ever knew what 
happened exactly to the deer maybe upon never singing her 
whistle song the stag became immortal and the bird stayed 
within it's habitat of prayer as well un til the end of it's days 
PART B 

I 

Now if x=abcd does x(??)=abcda* if evolutionary mathematics 
may add nor subtract the upside down parrallelagram or the 
tripple triangle complete with spheres and symbolic 
heirocaligraphic conclusions and experimental instruments; 
such as a telescope or microscope radio wave of pond water? 
What does this previous statement hender the aplitude of 
science for reason, or accknowledgement is to repositioning 


what birdhouses are to small microbes/parasite or aemeabae. 
Esp. when satelite recon detail is neccessary or not authorisable. 
My flower is a blooming marble racer. Though space can spent 
a robot too much time I would vastly see a blindness to 
antimatter, though. 

I do have an accomplishment and a Meal in the way of the 
Misunderstood. How blind and selfish are those who in vain 
drown themselves in the shallow water while they burn the fires 
they forget to take of. Just in order to redeam the mistakes in 
which certain just people are in location. Maybe it's their time to 
forget the stars in the sky or for aerospace to come to them in 
the form of an one Seashell. Maybe least we care and are close 
enough! But, close enough to what respect of our own 
wholeness of persona, that in which makes ourselves human. 
Or, at least we call our selves great creatures or good scientists 
or good clergy men or maybe this dependant, this mode of 
reality, upon the parrallels of relativity how ever pure in nature 
percieving the wholeness of one's own essentiallities of biology 
and psysiology. Essentially we were created by our evolutions 
of words thruogh out the entire most parts of this paper. By our 
mode of dependancy of survival. Surviving and adapting is not 
an act to all (laziness is yet a way to live really short life spans). 
Survival is of the only ways to concecrate our synicisms of our 
iniquities adaptation is not a way to argue. I weigh this quite 
destubing that the only way to really have victory over life is to 
live life to the fullest. Take that, for example, live life to the 
fullest of benfit or wellness and good health as well as much is 
possible ever though going to be able to live forever...Sea Shells 
could even out how selfish it is of myself, so we percieve a fear. 
We give not into despair, next. We have no excuse. So, that in 
order to stay immortal, that in which we are not! We do not 
know the truth. Not reality and it's true comparative backbone. 
The spine of which we percieve daily and do not investigate 
enough. 

But your money is where your meaningless for those who waste 
other people time and in space.*for instance: a human is in 
surrender to my proposal of purpose and meaning and lives, for 
other resons. That's not wrong or incorrect, perspectively 
though advocating an others' life to be controlled by an example 
of a human is pointless. Not worthless, though...It is pointless to 
have an opinion of domination of control over another persons 
life and rights if you have no purposeful meaning, and you this 
example of a human (who has now made theirselves of a 
strange example, might I add) has broken a physical law of 


positions, upon someone less me than me, in this case. So, ifa 
Sea Shell were correct and meant to be it happen(S) 
anyway...not to say that it is justice (it is wrong) and people end 
up getting a Sea Shell or two. That is real. Now if you were to 
weigh justice incorectly and say by shutting me out that you are 
not in any way surprised or even in any way rejecting my point 
by supression of your earthly given right thing at a point when 
the situation presents itself pure and available, then why are you 
alive? 

You might wonder: so You might even say and go and denounce 
science. And empirical evidence and become lothesome towards 
this fine Sea 

Shell_repeating and incriminating youself. So in fact you are 
not special as if this were true, even though it is not, apparently 
to your self, the reader. 

You are not of course perfect, poor. The laws of nature prevail. 
You may not stop the wind that made your house blow over but 
you can take into account for certain times sake that the winds 
has no uncontrolable power over you house. You may make 
wind powered wind mills of solar panels, yet to contain the 
energy of electricity we need of a one Sea Shell generator. Or a 
way to burn fire wood. Maybe for old times sake you may see 
the value in that of which I found the spirit of my self-education 
and/or selfdiscipline. 

Face factual value_do not be confused as to know right from 
wrong in due course, though, be obliged to make your own 
decisions before your time is over. It is the Sea Shell who is 
dependant upon continuity and the unknown ways that of which 
will never be-the ways of control and blind justice. Of course 
there is a way for all of us to be fed and free, but this is nothing 
campared to the real case. In fact this very one Sea Shell. The 
very one. Sea Shell powers of probable and/or 
personalprosperity is of no use here. Sea Shell parents were 
usually once children. Over come they will if we loose life we 
have lost judgement with ou selves. Within our hearts, so to say, 
where the mind is truely in control of the justice within us all. In 
our hearts we percieve, we see things as they truely are. Is there 
any question of still even questionablilty. No. 

PART C 

I 

Commit the unltimate crime: just be yourselves and accuse me 
of all your iniqiuties and Sea Shells. 

I cannott ever know why you will not change and I will not ever 
feel anything except pain because of you Sea Shell it self. You 


and your school friends nation (mostly of which is not free from 
you and your persona). Your families/your enemies & excuses 
do not know who you are. blind your eyes! kill the shades. 
Begin to laugh and be never for to be a fell ashamed and you 
are who you are today, we are. Fresh blank page ready to be 
written as is, as you are, perfectly, in every way you are and 
nothing, in every way can stop you now. Not even Sea Shell. 
Not even another Sea Shell, the second one. All two of them to 
for ever. Locked away underneath your pillow every night you 
count your sheep and turn the page ready to greet to the 'fairness 
as you can tell to call it of life. Never did I know your 
happiness. It is so delightfull, untill the time came when I 
realized that what you 'people' have done to me, is too strange, 
too deranged and violent untill my very last breath, you may 
never know. Have the knowledge however of how much you 
really care to be of help in all some elses glory daze. In all and 
within my life's story and all this story's frightfull trampled up 
on ways_There is no way to stop you now. I have become 
defeated of Sea Shell the two of them, but there is a way to stop 
all of them else and especialy for you and a pleasing cup, if you 
could know my song you sang in Sea Shell with your stained 
cruxhunting the fresh meat for to feed me to your Sea Shell, so 
that they may prevail. But who knows how that will feel, so, 
uneducated and so so sorry, no one will ever help me with my 
werks of life I 

will know to notice all in all. I will allow who you are, though. 
You who are now the pure of holy opinion. You who are faint of 
heart. You may never kiss my lips again. You may only have 
what you want. You have all you need there in Sea Shell with 
you opinion and so goes for your perfect nail driven into my 
paper so that you may see to be exasperated, accordingly and 
made for beauty, like a bloom is made for Sea Shell, the two of 
them. 

Maybe when I have with flowers like rosies and my 
unmannered prosies_ maybe i can tell no one or even find a 
voice un the truth that in which you would know how to 
recognise that kind of evolute kind nicities to pilgramage and to 
journies is as been done before, so that if I may be taken (if by 
chance there is some sort of miracle) then for always all the 
roads you walk Sea Shell vs. Sea Shell. 

You may know what it is like to never be exactly myself, to be a 
Sea Shell some kind of priori a philosophy. And of 
opinionations of challenged persons how unlikely you make 
you 


choice and don't again be un akin to Just 

A Bit Of Room of ??. 

It is now the true end of my talk with the Sea Shell and the Sea 
Shell. 

Finnnhe'avekche 

Closures-Part Two 

ILI 

In The least bit, it is going to be a nice redbud set to put into the 
front yard...And many more to come>686657 We HAve 

WOn The Battles An On ward with the tripple triangles' 
symbols>.>>.>>.>>>>>>...>>>>..686657 

Part 3.C-45-9_8(686657) 

We have a ways about our selves to be in goo manners. To be 
polite an respectfull...healthy and self-disciplined an 
selfeducated...Patton Wilson is not standing for bad people all 
the time>..<Patton Wilson is an American-Now Patton Is a 
questionable complexure of an intellect on police peace. Many 
times patton has gone to sleep at night crying and praying for 
you to be able to have to composure to attain safety and a sense 
of being okay.SOMEHOW THE TREE IS 

BLOOMING EGGS THIS SPRING AGAIN<,thought you 
should know patton will not harm you.686657....Stay tuned for 
the victory 9 acc 999 usa (22211). 

Paper -12 lh Electrostatics Cosmological Constancy 
Experimental 

Consideration by Patton Wilson 

686657-WilAllen Acres Band Number 

1.859.234.3510 

Q&A.w/ 686657 at Allen Pike (156715-6XI) 

Question: Can white holes (hypothetically given their existance) 
produce information, while their is such a thing called Hawking 
evaporation, considerably, knowing that black holes can loose 
information? 

Answer: No. They just plain do not exist; not even at all, 
apparently. 

Question: Is Batman stronger than my father? 

Answer: Batman is stronger than your father...sorry to say, if 
your father finds out...Batman called earlier and was looking for 
you. He said you needed your glasses, kid, here ya' go_have a 
nice day at school (handing the saved child her glasses 
heroically). 

Question: But where did you just go? You disapeared! Into thin 
air! My 

God! What a super hero! Ih Number Experiment -12 451h=9.84 


(k*0.012345679) Ih=x (abcd) xabced=lh+a2 lh3=4xabcd-b(45) 
Slh=D.L(2G)myrj flh=45(D9/S8)G = x9=abcd8 
0.012345679n=xabed lh/GDS2=x(abcd)/0.012345679 
myrj=lh/GDS2 1lh/GDS2=x=abcd (k*0.012345679) 
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RRR S_1=6 ew*Th=25872 

25872/45=574.933333 
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25872/574.9333333=45 .000000002608998 
574.9333333/630=0.9097045886 Intro: 

A fire flame explained with mathematics. Would the 
mathematics within the physics compair to the physics within 
another universe? Is there a middle point, there where the two 
(fire and other universes) meet? Also, the "place" where fire and 
multiverses meet and/or correlate, are only perceivable, now, as 
the elemental fire. Are there suns within other unierses? Suns 
are made elementally, of fire (suns are nuclear explosions so 
great that gravity holds a sun in one, usually, for at least certain 
"moments". So to speak, the fire flame may have relative 
parrallels concerning, now, just about any thing. Life is warm 
and we have evolved from fire in the first place, apparently (i.e. 
The BIG BANG). Perception of this is, though, is formatably 
evident, just upon the thought or meditation of fire as a 
mathematic. Regardless the more still, I wonder what a fire 
flame would even look like in this other universe. It is up for 
you to decide for yourself, if you would like to, all the more 
transfixed or contemplated. "Shadow needs light needs 
shadow," so to speak. Life on a planet cannot thrive without 
inantimate objects (that in which being are not alive without 
substinence). Or you could say that one does not get something 
for nothing. All in all this is true, especially concerning 
experimentation. 
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Conclusion: 4=6* (i.e.etc.et.al_ Lambda Eta Feild Theory-045) 
Net cosmological hyper-constants: -0.012345679 
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Relative Perceptive Theory: xz4=I8h9(abcd) 
7.7ab/600001h=1 .283333333-3 

46200000_770_7.718 60000 _(1.283333333-3) 

4=5 x=abcd 

x=4 or 5 and/or 24, abcd=4 or 10 and/or 24 

4,5,24,10 

Cosmological Constant: 0.012345679 

Suggestion: Universes are Infinities 

Example: -0.012345679*0.012345679 

Note: Negative Infinities may also be Universal 

Negative Universes may be Connected to Black Holes Black 
Holes have a value greater than infinity while at infinity, 
positively charged, of course, etc.eg_(i.¢e.etc.et.al.) 

String Theory and Superstring Theory and M Theory: 3=4 
(abcd=x) Lambda 

Eta_045: 4=5 (abcd=x) 
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45-9 8 Endnote: amazing 

andrew 

When I first bwegan this venture I was but a child, now, that I 
have collected (at least) 24 approx. years worth od samples I 
may then onlt procede. Opulent people are we not? Now after 
the winter has arrived and we use our sound microscope the 
looks of the pond water from below the looks of the north star 
by my homestead. incest and leaves of trees...under seperate 
speculation_and the cosmos of stars above from the 
astronomical signs 

of bewilderment and belief, awe and grace and/or a thirst for the 
struggle 

over the control of the world...or 

SCIENCE: the scientist (myself) finally has his samples 
recorded and documented for all times sake for those to be 
advised for those ideas which make us all proud to have 
originated never to inhabit pretinary sorts of 

doctors of psysiological psychiatrists in need for a better way of 
life, medically (and what a great thing that would be). 

I, though who need to live immortally and for ever more, in this 
bookwhether it be not a bd move on behalf or part and also to 
grant the treehouse bird time capsule treasure nest of which I 
have recently and prominently seen one fall free froma certain 
tree. 

I would like things a little bit more dominent with yellow holes 
(inconclusively) yet, with an answer from the present, as 
formidable and rather precise way of saying that the 
destruction not present (it is neutralise and create) here and 
now. 

Life and democracy is my favor of peoples peacefullness now 
and here then and the present science has ever been brought us 
this document of collateral helpfull hints and clues as to what 
lay me down my life on the line string(s), always... Amazing 


Andrew goes to the creek, snowy hill, the fire within the 
treelightning struck the egg tree. The tree that blooms eggsand 
in the eggs in and waithout-so, with infinite egss with 
trees_lightning had made the tree to catch fire and frightened 
the lambs below and the doves were flew away in the dark to 
thiws very stream creek (where rose bushes are planted by the 
old shepherd's fiance's burial site in the family cemitary, by the 
small pond. Amazing Andrew was chased by and by the killer 
bees this very after noon in the icey creek stream in the 
afternoon, whith lambs coats of wool, bloody, from the rose 
thorns and the bees almose had Andrew but it was as so that this 
amazing andrew was escaped how ever so bleek and 
charishable. Off to the birdhouse-off to the tree house. Because 
of the apes and the year later after the french congo, amazing 
andrew need to be more carefull, before life finally caught up to 
him. He (Amazing Andrew) was caught up in the shredder the 
bunny rabbit and is now dead. God Rest His Soul...Amazing 
Andrew once said that when performing an experiment such as 
photdection then you need to know one thing "a man cannott 
also stop-he must therefore continue and on and on ina 
personal (private/lonely) experience of velocity, traversing thine 
universe from their lives' beginning untill the very ever ending 
(we may never attain_or we may)." When Amazing Andrew 
died part of the west died with him.depending on decay and 
rust, poor mother of him...back home in the boundaries of 
eastern science, just two months before he was to return to her 
he had dearly departly. 

You say sometimes that we have nothing to be concerned of 
with you-yet we are within humanity and without 
humilitygeneral esthetics apply, i suppose. 

Reality is pure realization of science, not just science as a 
reason for you to have a personality. 

however for adventurous scientists, purity is clarity and now we 
have made a difference and done our part to better life in some 
way. Experimental Truth is something we owe, obviously 
enough, to ourselves and our microbiome the resillant aid in 
which the process of evolutionary derivations exist and medical 
scientists and engineers become incresingly relavent. Theory 
and axiom behave as is theorem and are quite benificial in the 
way of isolation, however much safety and accord in quanta the 
ellusive amount sums to be. 

Discovering the advantagous and solid progression of empty 
inertias, even still we know that our science work, no matter 
how futile these writings are we have proven ourself and we 


(me myself and I) have now to admit to continuity, concerning 
reality surrounding us with ant-reality. 686657 
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